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Good and Bad Reviewing 


EVIEWING, of course, is a science, but 
only as far as science will carry it. Even 
in this demi-literate nation there is a host 

of readers of good books far too sophisticated for 
the reviewer whose stock in trade is fluency and a 
will to be kind. Forty years and more of intensive 
work in scholarship by our best universities has fixed 
at least two ideas in the general intelligence—that 
accuracy is a virtue and that a writer must have 
knowledge of what he presumes to discuss. The 
day of critical omniscience is no longer glorious. 

Reviewing must have scholarship, as a man must 
have muscle, but the dependence goes no further. 
Some of the worst criticisms have been written 
by the best scholars. We know what Alexander 
Pope thought of “poor piddling Theobald” as a critic 
—as a scholar he could teach him Shakespeare. 
Great scholars make great critics only if they have 
art. 

When science has done its work and the facts of 
a book are known, either the art of interpretation 
begins or the reviewer is not for us. It requires 
as much art to see a book as it really is and then 
to convey that perception by nicely chosen words 
as to write a short story—more art than to write 
a standardized short story. To suggest quality, to 
impart purpose, to inspire reading, to attain a triple 
unity of the book, the review, and the reader’s im- 
pression, is a fine art. It is a pity that long impu- 
tation and practice of hack writing has made 
appreciation of the delicate and admirable achieve- 
ments possible in reviewing rare. It rouses irony to 
remember that the conventional account of revicw- 
ing goes back to the slashing stick work of the old 
Quarterlies before the author begins to praise— 
irony, for the reviewers of the Quarterlies were 
usually wrong when they encountered greatness, and 
useful only as a policeman in a riot is useful—if he 
keeps swinging his club he is sure to rap a deserving 
head. 
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Art, however, is not enough for a reviewer, even 
a scholarly reviewer. It is not enough for a 
dramatist or a novelist who may and does write 
himself out of an audience when he has nothing to 
say. The reviewer is in like case; he must have 
ideas. Not, of course, to write reviews. The book 
supplies materials which any journeyman can beat 
up into a thousand words. But in order to write 
good reviews he must get ideas from wherever 
ideas come as surcly as a poet for his poem. 

An idea about a book is, like all ideas, a sudden 
flash in which comprehension of what essentially 
must be known and understood breaks upon the mind 
of the critic. It may be the author’s real purpose, 
still dim in his subconsciousness, it may be his real 
achievement, quite different from his apparent one. 
It may be an explanation of excellence, or a reason 
for failure. It may be an effort of sympathy or 
a clue to rage. It may be a coérdination, by which 
the new work falls into place in history and is 
shown to be borne on a stream of tendency long 
since familiar. 

The reviewer must have an idea, whether it is 
belles lettres, science, or history, that he is criticiz- 
ing. It is certain that science makes good ideas 
probable, and sterilizes bad ones. It is certain that 
the art of reviewing is to approach the book with 
every zsthetic faculty awake, then, if the idea comes, 
to be able to express it. 

Perhaps it is because a review is brief, because its 
topic (not its idea) is provided, because a grateful 
anonymity is possible for beginners, that reviewing 
exercises such a fascination upon those who wish 


After the War 


By Epwin ARLINGTON ROBINSON 


UT of a darkness, into a slow light 
That was at first no light that had a name, 
Like one thrust up from Erebus he came, 
Groping alone, blind with remembered sight. 
But there were not those faces in the night, 
And all those eyes no longer were aflame 
That once he feared and hated, being the same 
As his that were the fuel of his fright. 


He shone, for one so long among the lost, 
Like a stout Roman after Pentecost: 

“Terror will yield as much as we dare face 
Ourselves in it, and it will yield no more,” 
He said. And we see two now in his place, 
Where there was room for only one before. 
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to write. Except for poetry it is the only art of 
words that still has its votaries without number who 
sacrifice cash to credit; yet it is love of books and 
an almost passionate desire to get what is best in 
them that makes the best critics. Such desire can 
find its expression only in an art. 





Published by Time Incor 
Publishers of TIME, 
The Weekly News-Magazine 











Timely and Timeless 
By Tue Eprror 


LITERARY review without a program 

is like modern man without his clothes— 

healthy, agile, functioning in all his senses, 
but regarded as less than respectable, even by his 
friends. Yet what is a program but a reflection of 
temperament! A sanguine, full-blooded man thinks 
well of his universe, a melancholy man thinks ill 
of his, and each makes his program. ‘There is more 
honest philosophizing in many a casual newspaper 
column, or blunt plain man’s opinion, than in 
elaborate sets of principles chosen to fit a prevailing 
mood. 

We cannot escape from our moods but we need 
not capitalize them for the supposed benefit of bored 
contemporaries. The Saturday Review is to have 
a guiding purpose, that must be drawn not from 
the temperament of the editorial staff but from 
things as they are in literature. 

SH eM tH 


To my thinking, one of the most deceptive state- 
ments ever uttered is that life is more interesting 
than literature. Life is only rarely and by moments 
more interesting than literaturc; then, I grant, it 
is engrossing beyond all imagined experience. 
Vigorous writing is just an attempt to recapture the 
flavor and pulsation of such moments. But hour- 
by-hour living is dull beside good books, badly com- 
posed, badly selected, unrevealing. It is a fair 
question whether the shop girl going to work in 
the morning does not get more sensations of actual 
life from the book she is reading than through all 
the rest of her usual day. Men and women who 
do not find good books interesting are either too 
dull or too vivid. Either their imaginations cannot 
be kindled, or their real life is too intense to permit 
them even for a moment to step out of it. 

That is why literature is one of the great sub- 
jects, and, like all great subjects, to be taken with 
both good humor and utmost seriousness, to be 
loved and made fun of, to be pondered and fought 
for— 

How charming is divine Philosophy! 

Not harsh, and crabbed, as dull fools suppose, 
The modern fashion, however, does not regard 
literature—or at least contemporary literature—as 
a harsh and crabbed female, but rather as a much 
advertised show girl, bought and paid for, and to 
be written about at so much a word. A great topic 
cannot be so approached. In the hearts of those who 
assess good writing as if it were pig iron or ladies’ 
hose, good humor and sympathy are dead as soon as 
born. No affectation of wit or enthusiasm can take 
their place. 

A critic of literature must be aware of his good 
fortune and unblushingly embrace his subject, leav- 
ing reticence and prejudice behind. The half- 
hearted intellectual afraid of his enthusiasm, is as 
much of a charge upon criticism as the entranced 
sentimentalist. One suffers from too little love to 
give and the other from too little sense in loving. 

But in pursuing literature, a literary review 
(which is a kind of literary personality with motives 
and character) must have two purposes, especially 
in America. There are two functions of literature 
that, so far as I am aware, have not been clearly 
distinguished in their modern aspects, although the 
general difference has been the cause of many a 
lively row. Literature can be timeless and literature 
can be timely. 

There is a saving quality in the great authors 
which in every age has been a solace for the fine 
spirit lurking in man’s complex of mechanism and 
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mystery. Most of the superlatives applied by philo- 
sophic critics to good books refer to this essential 
quality of the great art of literature. It heartened 
Cicero when Casar burst into Italy so roughly; 
exalted Milton in his blindness; came to many plain 
men on the King James version; kept Shelley afloat 
upon a sea of sex (and he drowned in its company) ; 
has been known to subdue even the growing pains 
of the undergraduate. I write lightly of what I 
in common with a multitude of others believe to be, 
like religion and hope, one of the few necessities 
men do not share with beasts. In a generation where 
size seems hopelessly confused with excellence, and 
civilization is written in terms of the advertising 
pages, the spiritual reserve in great books may not 
need defending, but must be constantly sought out 
and interpreted. 

Every teacher and editor and scholar from Plato 
down has been a prophet of the religion of literature, 
until essayists and other preachers have come to 
praise books only because they can raise and solace 
the bedraggled soul. Yet this literature of the 
spirit to which belong mighty musings from the past, 
and recollected beauty, and all that deals with man 
not here and now but in his eternal aspects, whether 
as Prometheus or Falstaff, all this is a literature of 
retreat. Those who enjoy it are for the moment 
old. The drums have sounded for them; they have 
left the streets, left the battle, stepped out of the 
immediacies of life, are looking on, not into, ex- 
perience. Now they understand, now they appreci- 
ate, now they think of race and family, love and 
truth, romance and beauty, all the attributes which 
we see in living only when we have time to medi- 
tate upon them. 

Indeed a mild pessimism is necessary if literature 
in these classic aspects is to yield its best. The 
reader must be no Faust, but willing to leave the 
moment because memory is more fair. The dreamer 
has realized his incapacity, the vigorous have be- 
come weary, the efficient have learned a passive resig- 
nation before they read best in this aspect of 
literature. Good books in their eternal function are 
entrances into the life of the spirit, but they are 
also slow swinging doors leading from crowded 
corridors into seclusion. 

It takes more than good reporting and skilled 
technique to make literature of this quality. We 
have had it in our century and 2 half of American 
literature—not often, but in greater proportion than 
has been supposed, except by inflamed patriots. 
Home-grown thought has advantages which some- 
times compensate for other merits. Thoreau and 
Whitman knew more than Carlyle and Tennyson 
of the antidotes for hysteria Americana. If The 
Saturday Review, in its purpose to uphold literature, 
can help to set right the curiously warped estimates 
of so-called American classics, it will earn a right 
to subsistence. 
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So much for the timeless literature of retreat, 
books in their noblest function of self-heal and 
illumination. But neither readers nor Reviews can 
live on mountain tops or in cloisters. New York 
keeps growing in despite of wise maxims in Plato’s 
“Republic,” and “Macbeth” and “Lear” stay true 
but remote, while the struggle for a million and 
blatant egoism involve the living. Every book, 
whatever its potentiality of lasting wisdom, exists 
in its own social complex and helps to explain it. 
Therefore, to search for eternal values only in 
literature and to disregard the rest, is inhuman and 
a little ridiculous, like trying to understand all ages 
without experiencing one’s own. Good new books 
especially, whether they contain great art or little, 
are news of human nature as it is at the moment. 
We do not read a new book because we think it 
will live, we read it because it is alive—if it lives, 
it is because there was life enough to endure the 
change of seasons, but that is not our only, not even 
our chief concern, which is with to-day, not to- 
morrow. To paraphrase— 

If it be not good for me 

What care I how good it be. 
This is the timely view of literature, and vigorous 
Reviews and active-minded readers cannot escape 
it, even by trying. 

For an illustration, consider the literary aspects 
of this country, sprawling in its greatness. Just 
after the Revolution, the so-called Hartford wits, 
who should have been called the Yale Literati, cele- 
brated in pompous heroics the leadership of the new 
United States. Freedom and Liberty and Oppor- 
tunity and a half dozen other capitalizations were 


to conduct Europe and the World into a godlike 
Future, where man was to realize his glorious 
Destiny under a Universal Republic. No one writes 
that way now except in the bunkum of inferior 
statesmen. Nevertheless, the United States has be- 
come after all a model for the world—and I do not 
mean in virtue, wealth, kind of government, or 
mould of character. In the United States, that 
form of society which we still call democratic for 
want of a juster word, has reached its fullest de- 
velopment, and every civilized country is year by 
year boriowing, adapting, self-developing, with an 
equivalent society as an end almost in sight. Eng- 
land has Americanized in this sense almost unbe- 
lievably since 1900. The new countries of Eastern 
Europe are, one hears, more rapid still. 

Of course, it is not properly speaking an Ameri- 
canization, it is the results of the industrial revo- 
lution working out into a changed life for every 
individual. Politics are secondary; pure democracy 
is no nearer than before; but mass production, mass 
knowledge, mass communication have produced a 
society where every man can move, eat, read, hear 
with all the power that results, although wisdom is 
just as hard to attain as ever, and self-control much 
harder. A vulgar society of great energy, flexible, 
hysterical, confused, is the outcome: a society of 
infinite possibilities for slow good, or rapid evil. 
If you are optimistic you call it the emancipation of 
the common man; if pessimistic, you may quote 
Polybius on Rome— 

The violent influx of prosperity will produce a more 
extravagant standard of living and an excessively keen 
competition between individuals. As these ten- 
dencies develop, a process of deterioration will be initiated. 
* When they are inspired by a sense of injustice, by 
the material greed of some of their masters, and with a 
false conceit by the insincerity of others in pursuit of a 
political career, . the masses become so intensely 
exasperated and so completely guided by passion that they 
repudiate all subordination to or even equality with the 
upper classes and identify the interests of the community 
with their own. When this point is reached the common- 
wealth acquires the flattering appellations of Liberty and 
Democracy, while it is subject to the appalling reality of 
the “depotism of the crowd.” 

And this society, for evident reasons, developed 
first and most fully in America. We alone had 
broken through our conventions to go pioneering in 


.a strange environment; we alone had boundless 


physical opportunities open for a while to all; we 
alone had a political and social system with small 
resistance to mass control; we alone through immi- 
gration have a cosmopolitan population bound by no 
single tradition but the American which is liberal 
and elastic to an extreme. 
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I am neither praising the American mass civili- 
zation nor condemning it. Nor do I mean that 
having studied its blare and bustle one knows all, 
or even the most important, facts about the United 
States. My single point is that here is a type of 
civilization of obvious importance and therefore 
obvious interest, and that literature must and will 
report it. I say report it; literature will try to 
make art of it also, and may succeed, is certainly 
in some measure already succeeding. But we 
Americans who read, and we who edit, cannot re- 
main indifferent to the mere reporting. Every 
attempt to present it in history, sociology, psychology, 
biology, as well as in pure literature, or pure comedy, 
must be interesting, must be for a Review as vital 
as the enduring values of literature. 

This literature in its aspect of timeliness is active, 
not passive, which does not mean that it is better or 
truer than timeless literature but rather the reverse. 
It is a literature of men whose drums are still beat- 
ing onward; it reports the curmoil, not meditation; 
admixture, not refinement; expectation, not memory, 
what is momentarily apparent rather than what is 
necessarily true. Not to read it is not to live now, 
however much one may dip into essential life. In 
extremes, the contrast is between the newspapers, the 
comic strips, the movies against Homer, Shake- 
speare, and Milton. But the means differ only as 
between to-day and yesterday-—Ring Lardner, 
Hergesheimer, Robert Frost versus Cooper, Irving, 
Hawthorne; or between history in literature and 
literature as art—Sinclair Lewis and Edna St. Vin- 
cent Millay. 

I shall drop then in conclusion those somewhat 
formal terms, timeless and timely, and say that 
criticism, which is part of the living fabric of con- 
temporary literature, must be keenly aware of both 
past and present, and a partisan of both. It must 
be like a modern university where one seeks Princi- 


ples, but also works in laboratories of immediate 
experience amidst the vivid confusion of experiment, 
In one guise a graybeard philosopher searching for 
the Best, but also in the mood of youth, watching 
the three-ringed show under the great tent of To- 
day—yet discriminating in both—that is the double 
function of criticism and this Review. 





Mr. Garnett’s Second 


A MAN IN THE ZOO. By Davin Garnett, 
New York: Alfred A. Knopf. 1924. $1.75. 


Reviewed by WitL1AM Rose BENET 


HEN a writer’s first novel has come as 
near to perfection after its kind as did 
Mr. Garnett’s “Lady Into Fox,” his 
second production—no matter what its merit—must 
necessarily suffer by comparison unless it is a work 
of positive genius. “A Man in the Zoo” is not such 
a work. Yet in one respect it seems to us superior 
to “Lady Into Fox,” and that is in the manage- 
ment of John Cromartie’s entrance into the Zoo- 
logical Society’s Garden as an exhibit. His letter to 
the Secretary is an intellectually convincing mech- 
anism as are the ensuing circumstances under which 
the Society reaches the point of accepting his 
peculiar offer. In “Lady Into Fox” the reader was 
forced at the outset simply to accept as thus and 
so an incredible happening. The style in which the 
happening was related was relied upon to waft the 
reader over that jump of the imagination. The 
device was zxsthetic; the beguiling style made it 
successful. But the device in “A Man in the Zoo” 
is brilliantly clever. 

As to the allegory of this second book,—Mr. 
Garnett deals in allegory in both his first and his 
second works, and yet, apparently, would evade such 
a charge. Be that as it may, the secondary “mean- 
ing” of the perfectly straightforward story of the 
incredible “Lady Into Fox” was sufficiently obvious, 
The secondary meaning of “A Man in the Zoo” is 
inchoate by comparison. It might be diagrammed 
thus: Alone,.the fundamental Male easily reverts 
to a savagery of selfishness in which he feels the 
world his foe and his own ego especially important 
in its opposition to the customs of the world. Only 
when the woman who loves him agrees to enter the 
cage in which he has voluntarily shut himself does 
the cage disappear and the fundamental Male dis- 
cover, not only that he is very like all other people 
in the world, but also that the world in reality is 
not noticing him enough to accord him any enmity. 
The world is, for the most part, simply composed of 
couples very like himself and the woman who loves 
him. If this is actually Mr. Garnett’s “deeper 
meaning” it is valid enough. But, owing to the 
side-issues of the tale, this meaning is certainly more 
nebulous than the significance of “Lady Into Fox.” 
Any profound reason for introducing the Caracal 
and the negro Joe Tennison is not apparent. They 
are interesting in themselves and, to a certain extent 
amusing, but seem to servé no purpose of allegory. 

The insistence of allegory is a deadly thing and 
Mr. Garnett quite naturally seeks to avoid it; 
but “Lady Into Fox” had the perfect dual aspect. 
It succeeded simply as a latter day miracle story, on 
account of the borrowed but perfectly mastered 
style,—if you chose to regard it merely as that and 
as nothing more. Very sensibly in “A Man in the 
Zoo” the author has avoided the same style. His 
narration adopts a different and contemporaneous 
manner. This manner, however, results in a less 
clear and sharp divisibility of the tale. Whatever 
“significance” is implicit in it keeps forcing itself 
upon the attention as a problem. We are made to 
puzzle over a cipher in the apparently clear modern 
legend. 

In a “A Man in the Zoo,” the situation Mr. 
Garnett has created has aroused in his naturally 
subtle mind too many only half veiled speculations. 
The very nature of the situation makes this un- 
avoidable. But the half veiled speculations intrude. 
Well, why should they not? The only answer to 
this is that they tend to blur the vivid impression of 
the story, whereas “Lady Into Fox” was clearly 
stamped upon the mind in every detail, and quite un- 
blurred. “A Man in the Zoo” is literature and the 
product of a peculiarly interesting intelligence. It 
seems to us a mistake to introduce Mr. Waley’s 
translation of a poem by Wang Yen-shou, which 
adds nothing and is rather an excrescence. But 
when all exceptions are taken the book is clever and 
original enough in many ways to warrant preserva- 
tion among the curiosities of literature. 
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Elemental Human Nature 


ORDEAL. By Date Cortiws. New York: Al- 
fred A. Knopf. 1924. $2.50 net. 


Reviewed by Witt1amM McFEe 


slowly increasing genre of fiction where- 

in humanity is revealed as a detestable fail- 

ure when taken away from its customary civilization, 
and a gross caricature when permitted to remain 
within that civilization. John Russell in “Where 
the Pavement Ends” gave us this modern philosophy 
of art and life in short, stabbing sketches of men in 
the far ends of the earth. In “Ordeal” Mr. Collins 
ves the same theme and adopts the same philos- 
ophy. Comprised in this novel of nearly three hun- 
dred pages is a study of modern sophisticated people 
in an environment of elemental savagery and naked 


T= is a savage book. It belongs to that 


ions. 

The great danger the author of this sort of book 
runs is that of being carried away by a scorn which 
he fails to communicate to the reader. There is, in 
the average consumer of novels, and even in the 
average reviewer of novels, a sturdy resistance to 
anything which he suspects as containing a gospel of 
despair. This does not mean at all that he desires 
“glad” books and a Pollyanna philosophy. He has 
no objection to the novelist holding the mirror up 
to nature. But he turns away from anything, un- 
less it have other qualities, that holds nature, and 
particularly his own modern, every-day, human na- 
ture, up to sardonic derision. He does not object 
to being shown himself as wicked, or unfortunate, 
or even small, in comparison with cosmic forces, but 
he dislikes being exhibited as mean and contemptible. 
In other words, he desires his tragedy to be poetry 
as well as truth. He desires, in general unconscious- 
ly, that you shall illumine your spectacle of man 
struggling with his destiny, and being conquered by 
it, with the magic of your imagination. You may 
show him that man is vile if you do not forget to 
place him against a background of spiritual splendor. 
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Tiesstory of “Ordeal” is starkly simple and re- 
volves aboutthe character of Ted, the half-caste, 
half-breed sycopisatic steward of a schooner lost 


in the immensity of tie~Pacific. Mr. Thorpe, an 
American scholar of some wealth, has purchased the 
vessel in Japan to return home with his young wife 
and a party of friends. Ted, by reason of his su- 
perior mentality, gains an ascendancy over the crew, 
and finally, when the drug-addicted mate is killed 
by him in a midnight fray and is thrown overboard, 
he assumes command, since he is the only man on 
board who can use a sextant and find the ship’s posi- 
tion. Later, he acquires delusions of grandeur, 
which are complicated by his infatuation for a young 
lady in the party, and goes mad. He is finally dis- 
posed of by old Lady Daly, aunt of the girl, who 
is deaf, and who has consequently failed to come 
under the steward’s domination. She speaks sharply 
to him as to a servant, and he reacts automatically 
in spite of his omnipotent position on board. He 
steps back and falls overboard, where an indefatig- 
able shark receives him in the usual manner. 

It is assumed here that this is a first novel, and the 
criticism offered is ‘that the treatment is singularly 
mature but the psychology quite the reverse. Mr. 
Collins is perhaps less successful in dealing with his 
American passengers than in anything else. Viola 
Thorpe, however, the young and promiscuously 
minded wife of the owner, is a careful and success- 
ful study of a very common modern type—the young 
married woman of wealth and intelligence, who 
deceives none save herself as to the true nature of 
her emotional divagations. Only fate has preserved 
her from the desolate half-world of Cosmopolis, 
and she passes from man to man with bewildering 
facility. 
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It is on Ted, however, that our author has con- 
centrated in his attempt to reveal the dark workings 
of a mis-shapen mind. There are two remarks to 
make about Ted, however. One is that the origins 
of his trouble are not sufficiently made clear, and the 
other is that by going ¢ompletely and actually in- 
sane, his problem passes out of the region of art 
and enters that of psycho-pathology. There is 
about the book a reminder of “The Nigger of the 
Narcissus.” It has great strength and a promise of 
yet more strength in the future. But it should be 


forever remembered by those who would write of 
primitive forces and passions, that there must shine 
through the texture of the tale the “light of magic 
suggestiveness,” a light that illumines us, in all its 
weakness and folly and grandeur, “the holy spirit 
of man.” 


Cast to Large Mould 


WOODSMOKE. By Francis Bretr Youna. 
New York: E. P. Dutton & Co. 1924. $2. 


Reviewed by AMy LoveMan 


R. BRETT YOUNG has for some time 
enjoyed a high regard in, England, but 
his reputation is still less than his deserts 

in this country. “Woodsmoke” should help to win 
him the recognition which is his due, for it -is a 
novel of distinction, finely conceived and well-exe- 
cuted. Its plot, to be sure, is hackneyed—it is the 
tale of a journey through the tropical wilderness, 
of ills escaped, dangers met and the love of two men 
for the same woman—but it rises from the bog or 
the conventional by its dignity of spirit. Merely 
as a yarn it is excellent,—well-knit, rigidly held to 
effective episode, and full of flavor and atmosphere. 
Yet if it had nothing but the deftness of its crafts- 
manship and the interest of its plot to uphold it, 
“‘Woodsmoke,” would be as a hundred other stories 
of adventure. What places it far above the ruck 
of fiction is a certain elevation of outlook and sav- 
ing tenderness in its portrayal of human nature. 
Mr. Brett Young has the large imagination 
which sees the creatures of his story as pawns in 
the doubtful drama of existence, and an enveloping 
pity that yearns over the humanity that is prey of 


























Facsimiles from Rudyard Kipling’s contribution to the 
library of the Queen’s Dolls’ House 
From “The Book of the Queen’s Dolls? House” (Stokes) 


self and circumstances. There is a pregnance to 
his writing that is derived from its constant sense of 
the immanence of fate. His narrative is charged 
with suspense, but with a suspense that is something 
quite apart from the mere development of compli- 
cated situation, and that is rather the recognition of 
the incalculable forces that impend over human life 
than a direct anticipation of evil. An emanation 
from scene, and incident and personality it pervades 
the novel, giving it a somber and baffling import. 
With a confidence that is justified by success, Mr. 
Brett Young opens his tale of adventure with a pro- 
logue that sets forth the end to its train of inci- 
dent. Antrim, fever-ridden, shattered in spirit and 
tortured in mind at the moment of his introduction, 
lays his ghost before the recital of his experience is 
begun. But nothing of the excitement of that pain- 
ful journey through the East African wilderness on 
which he leads Mrs. Rawley and her husband, the 
one to escape and the other to death, is lost through 
the fact that the reader is aware from the start of 
the tale that Antrim and Mrs. Rawley are to be 
united before its close and that Rawley is to be 
proved to have died in the forest. For the interest 
of the narrative centers not on the details of the 
hazardous trip but on the slowly developing drama 
of human passions, and on the personalities that 
under the stark necessity of circumstance drive to 
untoward relationship. Antrim, swept to the ad- 
venture on the impulse of a moment, finds himself 


leading on an expedition through the jungle a man 
whose appalling violence of temper threatens its 
safety from the first, and whose passion for his 
wife, when the rage of possession is upon him, does 
not spare even the woman who, loving him not at 
all, tenders him a pitying loyalty. Rawley, Mrs. 
Rawley, Antrim, these are convincing figures that 
grow to solemn stature as the inhibitions of normal 
life yield to danger and isolation. Projected 
against a background of hostile circumstance they 
loom momentous in their human frailty. 

Though it beats to a powerful undercurrent of 
emotion, there is about “Woodsmoke” an austere 
avoidance of sentiment. The passion that enwraps 
it broods over the story as the palpitant atmosphere 
of Africa steeps its hot plain and forest; it gathers 
slowly and impressively to storm but its devastating 
force is suggested rather than expressed. There is 
a fine repression to his depiction of the painful 
reticence of the love of Antrim and Mrs. Rawley 
that is a fitting counterpart to the garnered grace 
of Mr. Brett Young’s felicitous style. And there 
is subtlety and delicacy to his psychological analysis 
and no lack of force to his portraiture. His is a 
shapely story, wrought with a fine discrimination, set 
forth in language pruned yet supple, and drawing 
import and moving quality from its author’s sympa- 
thetic vision of a world in which human nature, cast 
back upon elemental conditions, retains even at its 
most pitiful a certain essential dignity. It strikes 
a false note in its concluding chapter, which too 
obviously and quite unnecessarily sketches in de- 
tails of the plot, but with this exception it is 
fashioned with admirable skill. It is a work of 
genuine distinction. 





—_— 


The Able Sitwells 


SOUTHERN BAROQUE ART. By SacHEver- 
ELL SrrwELt. New York: Alfred A. Knopf. 
1924. $6. 

TRIPLE FUGUE. By Ospert Srrwetv. Lon- 
don: Grant Richards. 1924. 


Reviewed by RicHarp ALDINGTON 


’ j NHE three Sitwells make a compact and 
exotic oasis in the wide desert of con- 
temporary British poetry. They are the 

most effective evidence one can produce to readers 
outside this little island in support of the assertion 
that we are not nature-fakers all and that imagina- 
tion, daring, and wit still exist in our midst. Their 
poetry is more sympathetic to the survivors of the 
Imagists than any other of this generation; for 
though they are baroque where we tried to be classic, 
they have a passionate love of beauty—real beauty, 
not some moral idea or material amelioration mas- 
querading as beauty. This love of beauty, this anti- 
puritanism, attracts me in their work, as their high 
spirits and pugnacity attract Mr. Arnold Bennett. 

“Southern Baroque Art” is a new experience in 
interpretative art criticism. It is a book which only 
a poet could write and only a man of sensitive and 
intelligent taste could carry out. Nothing is so rare 
as to find art criticism of this kind. It is directed 
at the proper end of all art criticism, which is the 
fullest and most intelligent enjoyment of works of 
art. It is free from pedantry and encumbering 
theories; it is founded upon wide reading and direct 
contact with the art described; and the book is 
so composed that it is itself a wonderful piece of 
baroque art. At the first plunge, the reader feels 
slightly bewildered but excited, because the sub- 
ject matter is so new to him, the method of pre- 
senting it so novel, and the clear, bold judgment, 
the beautiful imaginative prose so stimulating. Ob- 
viously, this is the book on baroque art one has long 
wanted, for southern Italian excursions. In fact, 
after reading “Southern Baroque Art” one’s imme- 
diate duty lies ornately but clearly ahead; it is to 
visit Italy, Sicily, Spain and, if possible, Mexico, 
with Mr. Sitwell’s book as a companion. 

No brief review can convey the sensation of dis- 
covery and pleasure one feels in reading this book. 
This is a rare experience for a reader of modern 
literature; one so seldom gets the sensation of a 
rich, original personality, a new and interesting 
theme, a novel but not eccentric method, the con- 
viction that one is making the acquaintance of a 
book of permanent values. ‘The only reproaches 
I can make Mr. Sitwell are that his symbolism is 
occasionally a little too allusive and that his sen- 
tences would be much more gorgeous and congruous 
to his subject if he built them up into longer and 
more ornate periods. There is indeed a subject 
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on which the neglected long sentence might be 
employed with magnificent effect. 

Perhaps I shall better achieve my purpose of 
interesting American readers in a book which has 
given me so much pleasure, if I suppress my own 
comments and quote a few lines from “Southern 
Baroque Art”: 

You could see over low roofs, across the lagoons, to the 
mainland behind Venice. The summer palace of the Doges 
lay there. The canal on which it was approached glittered 
like a very far-off window caught by the sun. For the last 
furlong the canal led up a colonnade. Both wings of this 
were occupied by an equal population of statues. Their 
strange elongation only appeared transmuted to normal life 
when seen reflected. Withered, ascetic limbs in the water-ver- 
sion were smooth and young. The finest of them grew like 
flowers out of the water, but the winds never let them alone. 
Just when they burned with a clear flame against the sky, 
little ripples of water clouded them over again, and bent the 

ection. After a dozen such experiences very deep-down 
marble steps appeared, rising broadly and slowly to the quay- 
side. On these the forms were reflected climbing over, or 
lying upon shelves of snow. It was always a galley that 
passed along these waters. Had there been a boat drawn 
with a sail, this would have provided a cloud as a still back- 
ground for these deities. 

That is not a carefully selected passage; it is 
typical of the whole book, which is composed of 
these vivid realizations of the extravagent and glow- 
ing splendor of baroque art and architecture. It 
is no surprise to learn that the book is being read 
with enthusiasm in France, Italy, and Germany or 
to hear, that there are already proposals to translate 
it into the languages of those countries. 


se cw 


Mr. Osbert Sitwell is one of the very few ef- 
fective satirists in contemporary England. This 
new excursion into prose proves that he is a worthy 
successor in that tradition of witty writing, prac- 
tised in their different styles by Oscar Wilde, Ber- 
nard Shaw, and Max Beerbohm. There are six 
pieces in Mr. Sitwell’s book. “Low Tide” is a 
character-study of two curious old maids in an 
English watering-place, wonderfully observed and 
true to the garish vulgarity of such places. There 
is a murder story (marred by an ineffective end), 
and two other character studies of extraordinary in- 
sight, “His Ship Comes Home” and “The Machine 
Breaks Down.” But Mr. Sitwell is most amusing 
in his satires on London literary society, where he 
exposes literary humbugs and pretenders with ruth- 
less gaiety; in some cases he does not even trouble 
to hide his victims’ blushes under assumed names, 
but boldly drags them forth for obloquy and dares 
them to single combat. The long piece called 
“Triple Fugue” goes far deeper than “Friendship’s 
Due” (which is a neat mopping-up of the frag- 
ments of the Celtic movement); “Triple Fugue” is 
a complex subject handied with an easy mastery 
which hardly allows you to see how neatly diffi- 
culties are solved, and while it hits swashing blows 
at intellectual snobbery and literary affectations, it 
analyzes with great courage and insight many of 
the deplorabie phenomena of commercial “dem- 
ocracy” in England. The horrible snobbery of 
English society, the vulgar autocracy of wealth, the 
complete absence of a living culture, and the domi- 
nation of cheap newspapers are some of the sub- 
jects on which Mr. Sitwell exercises his verve. 





Saint George and Joan 


SAINT JOAN. By Bernarp SHaw. New York: 
Brentano’s. 1924. $2.25. 


Reviewed by Henry SEIDEL CANBY 


ERNARD SHAW aalls his “Saint Joan” a 
B chronicle play and asserts in his preface that 
he proposes to make a new biographical in- 
terpretation of the Maid of France. But why did 
Shaw choose a mystic for his heroine; why has he 
plunged into the Middle Ages and defended them 
in a mighty Preface; what token his sword flashings 
in behalf of revealed religion? Why has he left 
the cure of mankind’s political stupidity and social 
sluggishness for the story of a courageous but ignor- 
ant maid, proved guilty in his play so that he may 
defend her? “If it were only an historical curi- 
osity,” he says in his Preface, “I would not waste 
my reader’s time and my own [on her burning] for 
five minutes.” 

On the stage, “Saint Joan” proved to be a dra- 
matic conflict between the individual and institu- 
tions, with much brilliant dialectic, and a trial scene 
likely to become classic. As a play, it was success- 
ful, all but its epilogue, which dragged like the end 


of a procession. That is all which needs to be said 
here of its dramatic qualities; but the question of 
purpose and literary merit remains. 

The eager critics who wrote that the lash of Eng- 
land had grown soft at last, were wrong, so much 
the reading of the play quickly demonstrates. There 
is not a trace of sentimentality in “Saint Joan,” and 
very little sentiment except where Dunois, waiting 
for the west wind to rescue his Orleans, makes 
poetry, as many a man of 1914 in the trenches, and 
philanders after gem-flashing kingfishers. Nor is the 
motive for this play to be found in the intensely 
interesting defense of the rationality of the church 
and the feudal state which Shaw puts into the mouths 
of Joan’s enemies. The Inquisitor’s explanation of 
why Joan must be destroyed is one of the best ex- 
positions of the ethics of politics in inglish. Joan 
was a menace to stable institutions. She assumed a 
power and a knowledge above church and govern- 
ment. She was a Protestant (without knowing it) 
when the binding force of civilization was Catholic. 
She was a nationalist when her society was still in- 
ternational. This is the drama of the situation. If, 
following Shaw, you drop nineteenth century ro- 
mance and twentieth century conventions, it seems 
legally and perhaps morally right to have destroyed 
her, even though intuition declares it wrong. No 
man, he says, can understand Joan, if he is not in 
doubt whether he would not have voted for her 
death. But this play was not written to demonstrate 
a truth of history. 

Shaw is eager to do full justice tc the enemies of 
Joan, because he is desirous that their true nature 
and her peculiar genius should be understood. There- 
fore he cries scorn upon the ignorant moderns who 
call Joan mad because of her Voices, as if it were 
not far easier to understand these visions which spoke 
to her wisely of what her own common-sense genius 
had intuitively perceived, than to explain how ma- 
terials uniting in physical and chemical combination 
could produce a devotion like hers. The twentieth 
century materialist is as credulous as the medieval 
Catholic, and Joan’s enemies, like her friends, were 
as rational as moderns. With the utmost pains to 
be lucid, Shaw develops every irresistible argument 
against her; and with equal lucidity, and an almost 
loving care, makes clear the nature of her genius, 
which was essentially an intuitive common sense that 
saw what must be done if France (her sole objective) 
was to be saved. If she was wrong anywhere she 
was a menace to society—that was one side. If she 
was right, it was not her knowledge, but her genius 
for seeing things as they were. The church had then 
and there to declare her a Saint or a heretic. Saint 
was too stiff while she was alive. Saint will always 
be too stiff for the world with such naive seers. They 
must always go to battle, and they must always be 

efeated. 

No one will call Shaw naive, and indeed he leaves 
no doubt in his play that Joan was in her stock of 
knowledge ignorant, and, in his Preface, that he is 
well-informed, sophisticated, and wise. Yet it is 
certain, I think, that in essential functions Shaw 
identifies himself with Joan, and the vested institu- 
tions of our society with the medizval system she 
encountered. Shaw is Joan in this play, and Joan 
is Shaw. Not Joan the Maid, Joan the implicit be- 
liever, but Joan the mystic, Joan the rebel and Prot- 
estant, Joan the ruthless possessor of caustic com- 
mon sense. “Saint Joan” is Shaw’s apologia pro vita 
mea, and this is why he wrote the play. 

For either Shaw is an irresponsible wit and buf- 
foon, turning our conventions downside up for his 
own facetious purposes, or we must take him at his 
own valuation as a cold-blooded mystic with an intui- 
tive perception of society which forces him to speak 
out. Of the two interpretations, the first is cer- 
tainly wrong, the second, with some qualifications, 
is correct. Shaw is mystic as Joan is mystic, with 
sudden apperceptions of the human scene. That is 
what gave him his singular power over the restless 
spirits of this generation. His candid, unconven- 
tional mind (so he, I think, would put it) has seen 
as it really is a modern society still applying ideas 
drawn from pre-industrial, pre-scientific periods to a 
social organization half a century ahead of the con- 
ceptions generally held of it. And in this play he 
is explaining himself when he makes the brusque 
and lucid brain of Joan apply the simplest of com- 
mon sense to a feudal, international, Catholic so- 
ciety living upon logic and preconception. Both 
author and heroine, of course, are Protestants 
against orthodoxy and dangerous to the existing social 
machine. And Shaw’s Joan is a realist, like Shaw 
himself. She uses nationalism as a constructive 


force, regardless of vested interests and vested ideas 
just as Shaw would use the principle of evolution no 
matter what institutions devised according to other 
conceptions of man’s place in the universe might be 
shattered in the process. Joan fights to win, regard- 
less of the conventions of knightly warfare: Shaw re- 
sorts to any paradox or clownery, foregoing dignity 
on the stage and masking a serious mind, in order 
to get attention, interest, action. 

Those who saw “Saint Joan” acted in New York 
will be reluctant to accept this theory of the play. 
It must be admitted that Winifred Lenihan, a 
charming and sympathetic Joan, did not suggest in 
looks or action a Bernard Shaw in doublet and hose! 
But with all due appreciation of her performance, 
it was not Shaw’s Joan, the manly woman, wide be- 
tween the eyes, speaking in rough country dialect, 
powerful in common sense, loving danger, that she 
presented. ‘The stage perhaps would not have ac- 
cepted such a version of the Maid, but it is here in 
the play itself unmistakably, and through this mas- 
culine Joan, Shaw more readily speaks. 

Joan is Shaw with, naturally, attributes belonging 
to her faith, her sex, her origin. She embodies the 
peculiar genius which her creator has displayed in 
his ruthless fight with edged words against the insti- 
tutions of another age. And Joan reveals a new 
Shaw. Her history is of a heretic who was right 
for the growth of man’s intellect, but wrong for the 
social order of her day, which crashed after her 
departure. His history, as this play completes it to 
date, is of a rebel growing more tolerant of organ- 
ized society. His defense of the judges who gave 
her to the flames is a tribute to the British Empire, 
to the American trust, to Victorianism, and all pre- 
servative institutions that keep our world function- 
ing. It is the history of a man grown more respect- 
ful of intuitive genius, his own and hers, which 
means more respectful of the human spirit and the 
spirit behind it which is neither molecule nor ion; 
the history of a man become in a good sense re- 


‘‘ligious. When they say that Shaw has softened in 


“Saint Joan,” that is what they really mean. 

“Saint Joan” is, in fact, a highly modern play. 
It is packed with modern psychology; it is passionate 
with veiled comment upon the Irish Revolution, 
where obstinate Englishmen wrought havoc with 
the best intentions and nationalism turned order into 
anarchy; it presents in the Shavian manner a set of 
incidents at the furthest remove from modern ex- 
perience, which the author proves in a Preface of 
eighty pages to be only variants of our own times. 
From all this Shavian propaganda it suffers in art, 
being, like all Shaw’s plays, half pamphlet,: half 
drama of the human intellect. But it suffers less 
than most of them, since it is more poignant and 
more truly emotional, for the excellent reason that 
the wise old heretic who wrote it has meditated upon 
the true nature of heresy, and why it is dangerous, 
why necessary, and made himself the hero. 

But Shaw is not altogether Joan. He lacks her 
passionate devotion; her unquestioning belief. 
Therefore his true history will not be tragedy, like 
hers, but satiric comedy, well-played to the end. 

The Editors of The Saturday Review wish to 
express their grateful appreciation of the assistance 
of Mr. W. A. Dwiggins of the Fenway Studios, 
Boston, Mr. Carl P. Rollins of, the Yale University 
Press, and Mr. Gordon Aymar of the J.. Walter 
Thompson Co., in the selection and criticism of the 
typography of The Saturday Review of Literature. 
The title head has been drawn especially for The 
Saturday Review by Mr. Dwiggins. 
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Natural Laws 


SCIENTIFIC METHOD. By A. D. Rrren. 
(International Library of Psychology, Philosophy 
and Scientific Method.) New York: Harcourt, 
Brace & Co. 1924. $3.50. 


Reviewed by BERTRAND RussELL 


or billiards, is practised more or less uncon- 

sciously by technical experts, and is often best 
expounded by those who are not actual practitioners. 
At any rate much philosophical reflection is necessary, 
and a certain detachment from detail which is diffi- 
cult for an active investigator. Some actual experi- 
ence of investigation is, however, almost indispensa- 
ble, so that the combination of qualities and aptitudes 
required is very rare. It was possessed in a remark- 
able degree by Henri Poincaré, whose books on 
“Science and Hypothesis,” and on “The Method of 
Science,” written after the bulk of his technical 
work was done, are noteworthy both for breadth of 
view and for intimacy with certain portions of his 
subject-matter. Mr. Ritchie has many qualifications, 
being well acquainted with modern philosophy and 
at the same time a lecturer in biological chemistry. 
His work is judicious and discriminating; the reading 
of it will be profitable to all who are interested in 
the topics with which it deals. 

The philosophy of science is at present in a very 
unsatisfactory condition. All schools of philosophers 
are agreed that science is in the main to be accepted 
as genuine knowledge, but scrutiny of its funda- 
mental assumptions has failed to reveal any reason 
for supposing them true. We seem to be driven 
back upon what Mr. Santayana calls “animal faith.” 
Yet it is impossible to believe that the serious and 
apparently rational investigation of facts by which 
science has achieved its triumphs rests upon nothing 
better than blind irrational instinct. At the moment, 
no clear issue is visible. ‘There have-been ambitious 
philosophical systems in the past, which professed to 
guarantee the possibility of genuine knowledge. 
Kant, in particular, was supposed to have refuted 
Hume’s scepticism, but his reputation no longer 
seems cogent to most modern investigators. The old 
metaphysics has broken down, and has not been re- 
placed. Yet some substitute seems necessary if our 
faith in science is to survive destructive criticism. 
Mr. Ritchie’s book sets forth the difficulties, but can- 
not be said to provide a fundamental solution. Nor 
has the present reviewer any such solution to offer. 


a, J 


The difficulties culminate in the question of induc- 
tion. Induction may be treated as a mental habit or 
as a topical principle. As a mental habit, it offers no 
particular difficulty, but affords no ground for sup- 
posing that it leads to true beliefs, or even to beliefs 
that are very likely to be true. It is induction as a 
logical principle that is required as a basis for 
science; but as a logical principle it remains obscure 
and dubious. 

As a mental habit, induction prevails among ani- 
mals no less than among men. That is to say, when 
an animal has often experienced a certain series of 
events, the earlier members of the series make it act 
as if it expected the later members to follow. Do- 
mestic animals which are fed by a certain person at 
certain times of day look for food when they see that 
person at meal-times. All formation of habit illus- 
trates this tendency of men and other animals, This 
seems to account for our belief in induction, when 
this belief is considered as a mere fact; but it does 
not show that nature conforms to our belief, or that 
expectations formed in conformity with it will in 
fact be realized. 

Unless induction is a valid logical process, we can- 
not even have reason to suppose that it will continue 
as a psychological habit. We have observed this 
habit in certain instances, but the belief that it exists 
in instances we have not actually examined rests upon 
induction. If induction is not a valid logical proc- 
ess, human nature may change to-morrow, and we 
may begin to expect the opposite of what we have 
hitherto expected. We may come to regard bread 
and meat with horror, and to think that poisons will 
prove nourishing. Only induction as a logical prin- 
ciple can give grounds for believing that this is not 
going to happen. Far the best modern discussion of 
induction as a logical principle is that contained in 
Keynes’s “Treatise on Probability.” Mr. Keynes is 
known throughout the world for his “Economic 
Consequences of the Peace,” but, excellent as that 


book is, his book on probability is likely to prove of 


GS cca method, like method in football 


more lasting importance. Nevertheless, Mr. Rit- 
chie’s summary of the position in the following pas- 
sage is substantially just: 

Hume, who pooh-poohed the whole process [of induc- 
tion], remains master of the field. Keynes’s own treatment 
of the subject is candid, lucid, and masterly; and yet at the 
end of it all we are left almost exactly where we were be- 
fore. That is to say, we can find no reasonable ground for 
believing in the results of induction, but we go on believing 
just as much as ever we did. Nowhere do sceptical argu- 
ments have so much force or so little effect. 

Where there is a conflict of this sort, between our 
spontaneous beliefs and our reasoned conclusions, 
three courses are open to us. We may accept our 
spontaneous beliefs as having probably some good 
ground hitherto overlooked. Or we may accept our 
sceptical conclusions and try to force ourselves into 
abandonment of our spontaneous beliefs. Or we 
may seek a compromise, retaining our spontaneous 
beliefs where they deal with familiar circum- 
stances, but distrusting them as applied to anything 
unusually large or small or remote. It is impossible 
to lay down in advance which of these three courses 
ought to be followed; instances in favor of each 
may be found in the past history of science. Zeno’s 
paradoxes intended to prove that motion is impossible 
were invalid, and the common-sense belief in mo- 
tion was justified; this is an instance in favor of 
our first course. An instance of our second course 
is afforded by the existence of men at the antipodes. 
Unsophisticated common sense would say there can- 
not be such men, because they would fall off; in 
this case the reasoned analytic conclusion was right 
as against common sense. The third course has 
proved the right one as regards the theory of rela- 
tivicy. Euclidean geometry and Newtonian dynamics 
are as correct as need be in the case of every-day dis- 
tances and velocities, but become inaccurate when 
applied to very large distances or very rapid motions. 
We cannot therefore conclude, from the history of 
science, that one of our three courses, where induc- 
tion is concerned, is more worth trying than the 
others. Nevertheless, the third course recommends 
itself as the most careful, and it seems prudent to try 
it first. 


SBS BS 


Keynes has demonstrated one very important point 
which ought to have been always obvious but was 
not, and that is, that conclusions reached by induc- 
tion can never be certain, but only more or less prob- 
able. If all the crows you have ever seen were black, 
you will expect the next crow you see to be black, 
but it remains possible that it may not be: nothing in 
the laws of logic can prove that it must be black. 
Similarly we expect the sun to rise to-morrow, but we 
must not attempt to prove that this is certain to hap- 
pen; it is at best only highly probable. 

At first sight, it looks as if we should be able to 
make a distinction between inductions which «re 
reasonably trustworthy and others which are likely 
to prove misleading. This was of course the pur- 
pose of Mill’s four canons of induction, but they 
were based too much upon causation, which no longer 
plays so large a part in scientific theory as it did 
formerly. Mr. Keynes shows that, under certain 
conditions, an inductive conclusion will.approach in- 
definitely near to certainty if there are enough in- 
stances in its favor. But unfortunately he fails to dis- 
cover any means of knowing when the conditions are 
fulfilled. The essential condition is that, apart from 
the inductive evidence, the generalization which 
the induction seeks to establish should have a “finite” 
a priori probability, i.e. a probability at least as great 
as some numerically measurable probability. The 
chance of a penny falling heads a million times run- 
ning, for example, is a numerically measurable prob- 
ability, though a very small one. But if we at- 
tempt to extend this kind of argument to (say) 
the law of gravitation, we find that we seem to 
have an infinite number of a Priori possibilities, 
so that the a@ priori probability of the law of 
gravitation, apart from empirical evidence, would 
not be finite. Such considerations lead Mr. Keynes 
to the conclusion that induction, if it is to be a valid 
method, must depend upon a characteristic of the 
universe which may be called “limitation of variety.” 
After proving that induction depends upon analogy, 
he discusses the conditions for the validity of anal- 
ogy, and concludes: 

As a logical foundation for Analogy, therefore, we 
seem to need some such assumption as that the amount of 
variety in the universe is limited in such a way that there is 
no one object so complex that its qualities fall into an infinite 
number of independent groups (i.e. groups which might 
exist independently as well as in conjunction) ; or rather that 
none of the objects about which we generalize are 9s gom~ 


plex as this; or at least that, though some objects may be 
infinitely complex, we sometimes have a finite probability 
that an object about which we seek to generalize is not in- 
finitely complex. 

It is attractive to connect this principle with the 
theory of quanta, which suggests that nature pro 
ceeds by finite jumps, all of them integral multiples 
of a certain minimum jump. There is some reason 
to think that the mathematicians have been more sub- 
tle than nature, and that Hamlet was wrong about 
the number of things in heaven and earth. At any 
rate, the modern mathematical logician can prove 
strictly that there are fewer things in heaven and 
earth than are dreamed of in his philosophy. Per- 
haps all our sceptical troubles come from the com- 
plexity of our dreams, while nature remains finite, 
exhaustible and humdrum. 


—— oe 


A Champion of Democracy 


COBB OF THE WORLD: a Leader in Liberal- 
ism. Compiled from his Editorial Articles and 
Public Addresses by Jon L. Heaton. New 
York: E. P. Dutton & Co. 1924. $3.50 


Reviewed by Oswatp Garrison VILLARD 


O more attractive personality than Frank 
N I. Cobb’s has appeared in our metropoli- 

tan journalism for the last twenty-five 
years. Modest and unassuming, of great personal 
attractiveness, a most engaging talker who delighted 
in conversation, he yet stuck to his last so steadily 
as to have no such standing with the general public 
as was his just due. Other editors might have 
their names displayed all over their employer’s pages 
and might spread abroad the size of their salaries; 
Mr. Cobb neither blew his own trumpet nor per- 
mitted others to do so. Hence the extent of the 
blow to his profession caused by his premature death 
at the height of his powers has hardly been recog- 
nized, although Woodrow Wilson, in the last pub- 
lic statement he made, declared Mr. Cobb’s death 
to be “an irreparable loss to journalism and to the 
liberal political policies which are necessary to liber- 
ate mankind from the errors of the past and the 
partisan selfishness of the present.” There is there- 
fore a genuine need for the volume compiled by 
Mr. Heaton. It is not only an admirable record of 
the man and his point of view, but it should be a 
permanent text-book of the art of sound leader- 
writing. 

& se 


Comparisons are as odious in journalism as else- 
where. Hence Col. Watterson’s declaration that 
Mr. Cobb was “the strongest writer of the New 
York press since Horace Greeley” has been widely 
challenged, especially by the partisans of Edwin L. 
Godkin, whose incomparable style has surely never 
been equalled, and those of Samuel Bowles and 
others. It should be sufficient praise to be able to 
say of any man that he was preéminent in the metro- 
politan press at the time of his death for qualities 
which reflected the greatest credit upon him. This 
is true of Mr. Cobb who stood above the rest be- 
cause of his directness, straight-forwardness, and 
simplicity and because of his shining sincerity. No- 
body was ever more devoted to the democratic ideal 
or championed it with greater enthusiasm. He gave 
to democracy no mere lip service nor was he to be 
won from his unfaltering devotion to republican 
institutions by the temporary eminence of a dictator 
or a plutocracy. He was so steeped in the American 
type of republicanism that nothing could dim his 
faith; no temporary failure of the greatest of experi- 
ments in human government, no refusal of an 
electorate to take the admirable advice he proferred 
it out of his rare political knowledge and his abso- 
lutely unselfish devotion to the public welfare. 
Picked for his job on the World by a great news- 
paper proprietor he had the inestimable boon of 
complete freedom of utterance. The chart of his 
course handed to him by Joseph Pulitzer coincided 
with his own views and thereafter his growth in 
knowledge and power and influence was steady. 

That growth was the more remarkable because 
his own youthful background and his education seem 
to have lacked that completeness which is usually 
counted on to turn out a wise, broad-minded com- 
mentator upon human affairs. He was never able 
to go to college, nor had he studied ,conditions in 
other countries before he was called to his post on 
the World. His entire press experience up to that 
time had been thirteen years upon Grand Rapids 
and Detroit newspapers. That gave him a knowl- 
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edge of American conditions outside of New York 
which prevented his falling into that deplorable 
provincialism so characteristic of Eastern journalists. 
He was one of those rare men whose education never 
stopped. The whole process of editorializing spells 
education for him who practises it in the right spirit 
and with a due sense of responsibility, and Mr. 
Cobb had both the spirit and the responsibility. More 
than that he escaped the editorial writer’s greatest 
danger—that of becoming too didactic or of seeming 
to be pessimistic by reason of his constant champion- 
ing of new ideals which means incessant tearing 
down of the old. 

If, as Mr. Ralph Pulitzer claims in his me- 
morial volume, Mr. Cobb was a genius, his genius 
lay in politics pure and simple. Mr. Heaton has 
found no articles to reproduce which merit classi- 
fication under the head of belles-letires, and it is an 
interesting fact that his straightforward style is 
wholly bare of literary allusions and quotations— 
Kipling alone is cited in the collection of his writ- 
ings before us. Quotation is a singularly deadly 
weapon for editorial writers when well used but it 
was not for Mr. Cobb’s hand. Yet he could mar- 
shal facts in an extraordinary way and make them 
tell, as witness the skill with which he conducted 
the World’s successful fight against all the great 
power of Theodore Roosevelt in the matter of the 
Panama scandal. I doubt if any press writer of 
to-day has a similar power to convince his readers. 
Yes, his field was politics, without any deepert 
philosophy underlying it than unswerving loyalty to 
the democratic ideal. 

As for Mr. Cobb’s liberalism, which Mr. Wilson 
stressed in his tribute to him, it was of the Grover 
Cleveland type. Had he lived, nothing would have 
been more interesting than his reaction to the newer 
and more radical developments of the day. He 
well knew that the conditions in this country need 
some more far-reaching cure than mere tinkering 
with railroad rates and anti-trust laws. In what 
seems to me the greatest of his editorials, that which 
appeared on December 5, 1920, entitled “An Anti- 
quated Machine,” he testifies to this fact. A more 
masterful indictment of existing political condi- 
tions was never penned, but it is not included in Mr. 
Heaton’s volume and for some reason or other there 
was never any following up of the opening thus 
made, though a whole page of the World was given 
over to it. Indeed, I have sometimes wondered 
whether Mr. Cobb made as much use of the weapon 
of reiteration as he might have. Again, his was 
the liberalism which succumbed to the war mania in 
1917. One of the most important passages in this 
volume is Mr. Cobb’s account of his interview with 
Woodrow Wilson the night before he went to Con- 
gress with the war-message in which he foresaw 
that our entrance into the war would mean a death 
blow to liberalism and the wrecking of all his labors 
for a better and freer America, Mr. Cobb yielded 
not as fully as other liberals to the resulting war 
hysteria, though there is one editorial in this volume 
which might better have been left to oblivion. He 
also recovered more rapidly than many others and 
voiced appeals for free speech and free thought 
which did much to atone for his temporary apos- 
tasy to the things which he held dearest. His 
admirable addresses on free speech and public opinion 
are properly included in this collection of his writ- 
ings and prove the earnestness of his desire to help 
undo the injury to our institutions to which his pen 
contributed during the war in the belief that the 
ends which the war were to attain were worth the 
sacrifice. Finally, the preservation of Mr. Cobb’s 
essay on Woodrow Wilson is of great importance. 
No historian will be equipped to treat of that figure 
in our history without familiarity with this estimate 
from Frank Cobb’s pen. 


Spirits About Us 


HAUNTED HOUSES. By Camiutre FL iam- 
MARION. New York: D. Appleton & Co. 1924. 
$2.50. 





Reviewed by Mary Austin 
A NEW book by Camille Flammarion is a 


promise of entertainment. One may doubt 

if the distinguished astronomer knows as 

much of the movements of spirits as he does of plane- 

tary bodies, but there is no question that he knows 

how to write of the former in a way to afford you 

the suave satisfaction of the scientific frame of mind 
in which one approaches the latter. 

M. Flaramarion is also disarming in the naive 

revelation of his faith in the existence of a spirit in 


man, detachable from this mortal coil, and his ami- 
able hope of being able to surprise it behind the 
phenomena of the haunted house. For that is the 
way he goes about it. Unquestionably there is a 
spirit in man. Here also are some fascinating and 
otherwise inexplicable phenomena; let us see if they 
cannot be made to explain each other. M. Flam- 
marion’s reputation as a scientist makes it possible 
for us to follow in this venture with the certainty 
of being able to meet either spirits or the lack of 
them without discomposure. 

A little ruffling of the pages of his latest book, 
“Haunted Houses,” demonstrates that what is called 
Psychical Research has traveled a long way since 
books of this character began to be published about 
thirty years ago. Up to the end of the nineteenth 
century, haunteJ house stories, even when fairly au- 
thenticated, embraced all manner of unearthly noises, 
drip of blood, clank of chains, as well as appari- 
tions of many degrees of natural- and supernatural- 
ness. But M. Flammarion’s “hant’” are mostly 
Poltergeists. ‘They thump on walls, overturn the 
furniture, throw stones, and open and shut doors and 
windows. His apparitions are scarcely worthy of 
the name. They are, however, all such recent occur- 
rences as to suggest that among ghosts too, there is 
modernism. Were the old stories all built up sub- 
jectively on the sort of instances that M. Flamma- 
rion records, and has the mind of man in becoming 
more aware of itself, reached a stage in which the 
subjective experience ceases to express itself in hor- 
rendous form? Or is there actually a new “psychic” 
force being released by the subjects to whom the 
poltergeist phenomena occur? For, without being 
able to offer the evidence, I feel certain that the 
great majority of the types of phenomena which are 
included in this collection, are not more than two or 
three centuries old. Suppose, as M. Flammarion 
would so evidently like to prove, that the described 
phenomena are produced as a result of some contact 
of the deep self of the subject with a discarnate be- 
ing. If you lived in an age well furnished with 
belief in devils, angels, banshees, and such, then the 
subjective start might easily express itself in those 
forms, just as, modernly, it takes forms that can be 
explained by such ideas as ectoplasm, etheric projec- 
tions, and the like. 

M. Flammarion does not go so far back as 
the devil in his supposition as to the cause of the 
phenomena of haunting. He does, however, clearly 
state that in many cases he can find no connec- 
tion whatever between the disturbances he describes, 
and any death. He also notes that in many 
cases the disturbance appears to be attached to 
the personality of some individual, most frequently 
at the age of adolescence, and ceases when that per- 
son is removed from the scene. One of his most 
interesting examples is the case of Stephen Phillips, 
the English poet, who took a house in the country 
for quiet work, only to find himself driven out of 
it by unaccountable noises, knockings on the wall, 
footsteps, choking, despairing cries, doors opened 
by invisible hands. Inquiry proved that the same 
thing had happened to former tenants; also that 
the house was supposed to be built upon the site of 
an atrocious murder. This was an extremely well 
authenticated case, as any one may discover by 
reading the Daily Mail of date. 

Many more instances are given in detail of a 
similar character, often occurring in broad day- 
light, making victims of the officers of the law who 
have been called in to discover the supposed trick. 
It is, however, impossible to believe that very many 
of the phenomena cited can be the result of trickery. 

The hauntings fall into three general groups: 
those which are associated with actual death either of 
the subject or some one near to him: those that seem 
to be attached to a personality by which the forces 
accountable for the disturbance are released: those 
attached to the house itself, showing themselves in- 
differently to one tenant after another. It is easy 
to see M. Flammarion would much rather believe 
that all the stone throwing and furniture upsetting 
is directly or indirectly related to a discarnate entity. 
But when he classes as spirit manifestations the 
noises that beset a gentleman so absorbed in prepara- 
tions for his second wedding that he neglects the 
masses promised to his first wife, one feels that a 
psychoanalyst would be a help to him. For im- 
mediately on the performance of the mass, the 
noises cease and the furniture consents to remain 
in place. Then there are the copies of the Holy 
Scriptures which alone, of all the Abbé’s books, are 
thrown down by the Poltergeist. Whatever else M. 


Flammarion leads you to believe about his “hants,” 
they are all good Christians. 

Undoubtedly there are forces within the indi- 
vidual psyche of which we know next to nothing, to 
which the rappings and throwings may eventually 
be traced. But if the throwing of chunks of coal 
at policemen and the scattering of underclothing 
about a notary clerk’s bedroom represent, to M. 
Flammarion, authentic attempts at spirit communion, 
then all one can say is that both M. Flammarion 
and the spirits are easily satisfied. 


The Nightmare 


By H. JEEwELLs 
With apologies to H. G. Wells 


. HERE’S Erbut?” Father Jeewells’s 
voice was querulous. Sunday tea was 
a formal function demanding full at- 
tendance. The lamp lighted the cozy little parlor 
behind the greengrocery shop. Uncle John Dewlap, 
on the hearth rug, puffed his pipe. 

Entered Herbert, a stout boy of sixteen, rubbing 
his eyes, brushing back from his forehead a shock 
of hair. 

“Been asleep,” he mumbled. “Been dreamin’— 
all about wot they’ll be doin’ ’ere in Henglan’ two 
thousan’ years from now. H’I seen it plain. H’I 
was walkin’ on a road made o’ glass—glass all full 
o’ bits o” gold.” 

“Hit’s ’Eaven ’e wos in!” ejaculated mother 
Jeewells. ‘Golden streets an’ all! An’ was there 
purly gates, Erbie? An’ ’arps aplayin’?” 

“Grass on both sides, all cut like in a park, an’ 
flowers an’ flowers. An’ wite cows wiv grea’ big 
dark eyes. An’ grea’ big helephants an’ giraffes an’ 
tigers, all among ’em, gentle as lambs an’ not bitin’ 
anybody, but all eatin’ jus’ grass.” 

“Zoologicker Gardings!” shouted Ernest, the 
younger brother. 

“Garding of Heden!” grunted Uncle John. 
“D’ye see Heve?” 

“Lots of ’em. Beautiful, they wos, blue eyes 
an’ everythink an’ long golden ’air ’angin’ down. 
An’ there was’ Hadams, too, ’andsome like in th’ 
cinema, hall o’ them. An’ all young.” 

“Whad they ’ave on, Erbut?” asked mother Jee- 
wells suspiciously. 

“Nothink at all. Nakid, they wos,” said Her- 
bert, succulently. ‘“Hit’s always thataway in my 
dreams. H’I like ’em thataway. H’I’m werry par- 
tial to—” 

“*Ere, young man,” said his father sternly. 
“Henough o’ that! Wot was these people a-doin’?” 

“Nothink,” said Herbert. “Walkin’ about, ’old- 
in’ ands. Or settin’ in graceful hattitudes.” 

“T s’pose them was th’ haristocracy,” said Uncle 
John. “ ’Ow about th’ labourin’ clawsses?” 

“They warn’t none,” said Herbert, “(Nobody done 
nuthink, iggsept make pitchers an’ statooary or play 
music. Only some was doin’ scientific re-resurch, 
they called it, on their glan’s, they said, to keep ’em 
young a thousan’ years. Nobody done nuthink only 
wot wos beautiful or wot they loved to do—like 
’oldin’ ’ands.” 

“?Ow can I tell you "bout th’ dream, if you 
keep a-naggin’ at me?” asked Herbert plaintively. 

“Go on,” said his father, “’Ow "bout their 
ouses?” 

“They didn’t ’ave no ’ouses of their own. They 
all slep’ in kind o” pavilions like. Lot o” beds in 
rows an’ rows—” 

“Work’us, I say!” snorted Uncle John. 
privacy. No ’ome life.” 





“No 


“They didn’t own nothink theirselves,” continued * 


Herbert. ‘No proputty, nur money. Heverythink 
belonged to heverybody. Heverybody took wot they 
wanted.” 

“H’T say! Jus’ grab wot you want an’ run!” cried 
Ernest. ‘But ’ow ’bout p’leecemen?” 

“Warn’t none,” said Herbert shortly, “No p’leece, 
nur laws, nur judges, nur gaols.” 

“C-r-ripes!” shouted Ernest, “Suits me!” 

“No money? ’Ow’d they pay wages fur keepin’ 
em flower-beds wed?” said Uncle John, the gar- 
dener. ‘Breakin’ their backs weedin’ flowerbeds!” 

“*H’I told ye on’y them works at anythink, flower- 
beds an’ vegtibble gardens, as works fur love,” said 
Herbert irritably. 

“Ho, yuss! Amachoor gardeners!” snorted the 
professional. “H’I’ve seen ’em! Drop o’ sweat’ll 
kill °em same as salt on a snail!” 

“Ain’t they no shops whur they sells like us?” 
queried the greengrocer parent. 
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“No, thur ain’t,” said Herbert, “nobody don’t 
buy, nur sell. Hit’s all free. Jes’ stroll along, ’old- 
in’ ’ands, an’ take wot you want an’ thank ye.” 

“Ts these ’ere people married?” queried mother. 

“No, Ain’t nobody married. Jus’ lovers.” 

“EP knew it! W7’en you said ’oldin’ ’ands, H’I 
knew it! Shameless ’ussies!” 

“Then thur ain’t no babies,” announced young 
Ernest. 

“Lots of ’em,” said Herbert, “’Eaps an’ ’eaps!” 

“ *OQw’s that?” gasped mystified Ernest. 

“Fre, you shut up, Hernest! You be seen an’ 
not ’eard,” commanded his father. 

“An’ they keeps ’em all together like a norphan 
‘ome. An’ they’re all good. Jus’ sing an’ play an’ 
pick flowers all day. Never cry nur nuthin’.” 

“Erbut! Erbut! Oo taught you to pivaricate 
like that:” sorrowfully, Mrs. Jeewells. 

“ Bout this ’ere no p’leeceman business,” said 
Uncle John, “’Ow do they keep order?” 

“They don’t never make no disorder. They’re 
all so well educated.” 

“Ho, yuss!” snorted Uncle John, “H’I’ve seen 
’em! Young Hoxford gents. Werry horderly, 
hT'll say! Tain’t so, young man! More educa- 
tion they got, more kinds o’ devilment they’re up to. 
H’l’ve see ’’em! Raisin’ ’ell!” 

“ Ow’d they all get so ’andsome like?” put in 
father. ‘“‘Where’s all the hugly ones, like your 
Uncle John?” 

“They weeds ’em out,” said Herbert. “They 
looks over them kids oncet a year careful an’ picks 
out all the crooked ones an’ the squint-eyes and jus’-— 
jus’—dispoges of ’em.” 

“Dispoges of em, ’ow?” pursued the relentless 

ent. 

“Knocks ’em on the ’ead—gently like.” 

“Gor-a-mitey!” roared Uncle Dewlap, “Jever 
’ear th’ like! Knocks ’em on th’ ’ead, they do, these 
’and-’oldin’, runabout-nakid, amachoor gardeners! 
Knocks ’em on the ’ead! Gently! Oh, my Gawd! 
An’ I suppose they does the same to th’ old folks. 
Ho! werry nice! Werry nice!” 

“Yuss,” said Herbert, unrelenting. “Once’t a 
year everybody ’at’s forty years old, if they ain’t 
a great scientist, or a great painter or sumfink, gets 
in a procession, all singin’ like anythink an’ they 
marches out to a kind o’ park an’ kneels down an’— 

a" 

“An’ these "ere ’andsome young ’and-’olders 
knocks ’em on the ’ead, I suppose,” said Uncle John, 
as calmly as he could. i 

“You see,” said Herbert, “they don’t mind it. 
Hit makes everybody ’at’s left so ’appy not to ’ave 
a lot of—of—decreppid ’ole people around. So 
they’re glad to sackifice ’emselves for the good of th’ 
youman race.” 

“So in two thousan’ years,” said Uncle John, “th’ 
youman race won’t want no proputty, nur money, 
nur clothes, nur gittin’? married, nur ’omes, nur 
livin’ private, nur childern in the ’ouse, nur old 
fathers an’ mothers. Men won’t need no incourage- 
ment for workin’, like wages an’ educatin’ their 
childern, an’ layin’ up for a rainy day, an’ livin’ re- 
tired on their savin’s. 

“An’ women’ll be ’appy wivout no clothes, nur 
’usbands, nur fathers for their childern. An’ they 
won’t want to nuss ’em, nur ’ave ’em ’ome, nur take 
care of ’em w’en they’re sick, nur see ’em grow up. 

“All they'll want, men an’ women, ’Il be jus’ 
runnin’ ’round ’oldin’ ’ands and makin’ love promis- 
cus like. Seems to me, young Erbut, that’s all these 
fine new youman bein’s of yours "Il get out o’ life. 
This ’ere ’and-’oldin’ an’—wuss. Seems to me, 
all this fine new civilization of yours is aimed for 
to satisfy one animal happetite. 

“Now, Erbut, my son, youman bein’s ’as been 
’ere for ’undreds of thousan’s of years, an’, so far’s 
I can learn, youman nature ain’t changed much. 

“Now wot I arsts you is this—even in two thou- 
san’ years, how’d all this change come about? Erbut 
Jeewells! ’Ow’d they get that way?” 

Uncle John paused at the height of his oratory. 
Herbert looked from one face to another. His eye 
swept the room. Everyone, everything had roots 
reaching far, far back into the remotest past. 

“HT don’t know,” faltered Herbert. 

“Good boy!” said Uncle John. “No more don’t 
nobody. Now, you’re a bright boy, Erbut. You 
go on wiv your schoolin’ an’ study ’ard an’ some 
day, oo knows, maybe you'll write a book. You 
stick to wot you knows about—youman nature, as it 
is—an’ you'll be all right. But don’t go havin’ no 
more of these ’ere nightmares that you nor nobody 
can’t iggsplain nur justify.” 

—CHRISTOPHER WaRD 








The 
BOwLING GREEN 


A Sea Shell in Normandy 


OU first see Mount Saint Michel from the 

toy railway train at St. Jean-le-Thomas. 

You know then that what you have always 
heard was true. After lunch at Genéts you drive 
across the sands at low tide, in a cart pulled by two 
horses. On a grey afternoon, with opal stormclouds 
coiling in the West, the wide floor of the bay lies 
wet and bare, shining all silver and fishbelly colors. 
The rock of Tombelaine sprawls like a drowsy mas- 
tiff on guard. You feel that if you stroked the warm 
granite chine he would rise, stretching, and fill the 
empty day with a yawn of thunder. In all that clean 
vacancy, framed in the blue scabbard of Normandy 
and Brittany, the holy boulder rises, a pinnacle of 
stone jewelry. The great ramps are rusted with 
tawny lichen. ‘Tiny gardens niched among the steep 
zigzags are bright with flowers. With the genuine 
thrill and tingle of the pilgrim you climb, cricking 
your neck at the noble sheer of those walls and struts 
that lean upward and inward to carry the needle of 
the spire. Pinnacles rally and burn aloft like darts 
of flame. You can almost feel the whole roundness 
of earth poise and spin, socketed upon this stony boss 
of peace. You think of the Woolworth Building. 
How nice if that too were sown with clumps of pink 
and yellow blossom, and had blankets of green ivy 
over its giraffe rump. 

Your mind travels back to the tough and pious 
men who carried their stones here and built their 
little Eden of escape: an Eden so shrewdly scarped 
that apparently even the fifteenth century Old Bills 
of England cursed and withdrew. You imagine the 
pilgrims of the middle ages plodding the sands from 
Avranches—occasionally losing one or two of the 
party in a quicksand—and their heavenly exult as 
they ached at last up the steps of the “Grand De- 
gree” and saw through the dark archway that wide 
hearth shouting with flame. Yet perhaps mere pil- 
grims were not allowed to draw near the giant fire- 
places of Saint Michel? That ruddy warmth that 
gilded the groins of the pillars, was it reserved for 
the abbot and the upper clergy? (You saw, I hope, 
those great columns in the crypt, where the veins 
of stone rise to their task as smoothly, as alive with 
lifting strength, as the cords of a horse’s haunch.) 
—One wonders a good deal about the medizval pil- 
grim. Was he welcomed and warmed and re- 
freshed, or was he pillaged? Probably the souvenir 
vendors lay alert for him, as they do to-day. And 
was there a medieval Veuve Poulard, down by the 
barbican, with an omelet waiting hot in the pan, a 
bottle of wine cold in the cellar? At any rate many 
a whole ox must have crackled in those vast hooded 
chimneys of the abbey; and the warrior abbot could 
throw his bones out of the window on the goddams, 
hustling to get their bombards back to Tombelaine 
before they were caught by the tide. 


en 


So you people this divine old miracle of stone- 
work, just as you have dreamed beforehand of a 
still living shrine with candles by the altar, and 
small shrill choirboys in scarlet, the flutter of sur- 
plice and soutane, and dark bells calling across the 
sandy estuary. Then, as you are taken through in 
squads by a gardien, you realize that this noble sanc- 
tuary is dead. It is no longer a church, but a monu- 
ment, under the care of the Ministry of Fine Arts. 
The abbey is only a shell: there is not even a chance 
to pray. The State, with skilful devotion, has saved 
and repaired the hull; but it is only a hull. There if 
anywhere, lifted above the quicksands (how often 
the old abbots must have improved this moral in 
their discourses) one would be eager to whisper some 
small silly petition in honor of man’s magnificent 
hopes. But it is not expected. The old fonts are 
dry, the altars naked, the tall aisles bare as a February 
forest. The casket of stone filigree is empty. The 
imprint of the spirit is there, just as those leagues of 
sand are ripple-patterned by this morning’s ebb. But 
it is only a print, a fossil. The sea has gone out. 
Even the tiniest parish church, with its Tariff of 
Marriages: (a First Class Marriage 50 francs, a 
Second Class Marriage 30 francs, a Third Class 20 
francs) is in some sense more inwardly alive. The 
Mount is not even an island any more: they’ve built 
a digue that brings autobuses and toy trains from 


Pontorson. It is a shrine, a miracle, a testimonial 
of man’s horror of the world and his fellows; but 
its beauty is the beauty of death, purified, serene, 
at rest. 

You drive away across the luminous mirrors of 
wet beach, you see that exquisite profile shift and 
alter until it is a scissored peak on sky. You may 
walk the ebb-sands of the world forever and not find 
so lovely a shell. But it is only a shell, and in its 
whorls and passages a faintest echo of the sea. 

Must it always be so, one thinks, lighting up the 
pipe of penitential Scaferlati? Perhaps there is al- 
ways something a little dead (I don’t defend this 
figure of speech, but I like it) about the old master- 
pieces? Glorious and terrible, don’t they say to us 
that we are not to be dismayed by their beauty but 
to recreate our own masterpieces for ourselves? The 
other day I read Alfred De Musset’s gorgeous little 
fable “Histoire d’un Merle Blanc”: one of those 
fiery trifles in which the French genius seems at its 
most native: under the guise of tender and naif sim- 
plicity such a clear ember of satire. My first thought 
was that De Musset’s adorable little dagger in the 
heart should have made (if it had been heeded) so 
many later books unnecessary. So far as it bears on 
literary manners it clicks the’ latch today as neatly as 
it did seventy or eighty years ago, and might have 
spared us many editorials in the newspapers. I latd 
it down with the despairing happiness that any stu- 
dent feels on reaching the end of a perfect thing: 
for I could imagine how happy was the Infant of 
His Century when he finished it. He had reached 
one of those rare and perfect moments the artist 
lives for. He had done it, and knew it was good. 

Yet it all had to be done again—and has been. 
And I remembered, Mont Saint Michel reinforc- 
ing it, that these things must always be done over and 
over; that there is no durable pause even in the most 
perfect pinnacles that overlook the sea. Here and 
there a pilgrim will be bogged in a quicksand, or 
get caught by the tide. But some will reach, for a 
one night’s reverence, the shrine where the dragon 
of despair grinds under Michael’s heel. They chant 
their private prayers and penances, they get out the 
illuminated manuscripts, they sing their sacreds, they 
make their mirth. They roast an ox in the fireplace, 
and throw the bones through the window where the 
critics are haling their heavy bombards through the 
sand, 

—CurisToPHER Morvey 


The Man Who Vanished 


IN THE MIDST OF LIFE. By Ampsrosg 
Brerce. New York: Albert & Charles Boni. 
1924. $2. 

CAN SUCH THING BE? The same. 


V AN WYCK BROOKS, Robert Morss Lov- 





ett, Albert J. Nock, and John Macy, in “The 

American Library,” attempt a thoroughly 
revised selection of those who should be our 
classic American authors. Already published in 
this series are Melville’s “Redburn” and “Israel 
Potter,” Christopher Columbus’s “Journal,” Harold 
Frederic’s “Theron Ware” and the above two vol- 
umes of Bierce. Other titles are in preparation. 

Bierce has of recent years somewhat come into his 
own. The Neale Company published his collected 
works. His best stories are in anthologies. He is 
known as a master of the tale of terror, as well as 
being a brilliant and scathing journalist of a bygone 
day. His work in fiction was for a long time ac- 
corded far less recognition than it deserved. 

“In the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldiers and 
Civilians” is the best-sustained of the above two 
volumes. “Chickamauga” is as unforgettable a pic- 
ture of the horrors of war as “The Red Badge of 
Courage.” “The Coup de Grace,” as well as the 
more famous “A Horseman in the Sky” and “An 
Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge,” is a masterly 
ironic tragedy. Of the tales of Civilians, “A 
Watcher by the Dead” is particularly notable. 

The stories in “Can Such Things Be?” do not 
maintain nearly as high an average. There is, of 
course, that classic of terror, ““The Damned Thing.” 
There are the extremely brief but extremely ef- 
fective “One Summer Night” and the war story, 
“A Tough Tussle.” And several other tales are 
unusual. But a number of the stories are both badly 
constructed and ineffective. Bierce was by no 
means invariably a master of the “tale of terror,” 
though always an unusually imaginative writer. He 
was also, almost always, a remarkable ironist. 
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Llewelyn Powys’ 


BLACK 
LAUGHTER 


“Other books have been written about 
Africa. None like this one.” 
New York Times. $2.50 














Jacob Wassermann’s 


GOLD 


By the Author of 
THE WORLD’S ILLUSION 
“A novel of epic grandeur.” 
New York Times. $2.50 


Dorothy Canfield’s 


THE HOME- 
MAKER 


“Every woman who reads in America will 
undoubtedly read it. It carries a message.” 
New York Herald-Tribune. $2.00 


Robert Herrick’s 
“The reader who wishes to see a picture, 
not overdrawn, of our present-day civil- 


ization, will find it in this book.” 
Chicago Evening Post. $2.00 


T. 8. Stribling’s 


RED 
SAND 


“This gorgeous pageant."—N. Y. Times. 
“Red Sand is a novel of which Conrad 
himself might be proud.” 

Brooklyn Eagle. $2.00 


Christopher Morley’s 


MODERN 
ESSAYS Il 


Over 40,000 copies of Christopher Mor- 
ley’s Modern Essays have been sold. This 
“second series” represents two years’ work 





















































and some 30 essayists. 
New York American. $2.00 


Charles S. Brooks’ 


A THREAD OF 
ENGLISH ROAD 


The narrative of a cycling trip across 

southern England. 

“Should be on every guest room table.” 
Charles Hanson Towne. 

Illustrated. $3.00 


Royal S. Copeland’s 


THE HEALTH 
BOOK 


The sanest “family doctor book” ever 
written. Should be in every household. 



































$2.00 
PEPYS’ DIARY 
Complete Wheatley Edition. 
3 Vols. India Paper, $15.00. 
383 MADISON AVE., NEW YORK 


Books of Special Interest 


Criminal Problems 


THE DRAMA OF THE LAW. By Jupnce 
Epwarp Assotr Parry. New York: 
Charles Scribner’s Sons. 1924. $2. 


WHEN THE COURT TAKES A RECESS. 
By Witit1aM McApoo. New York: E. P. 
Dutton & Co. 1924. $2. 


Reviewed by JoHN CARTER 


HESE two works, the first by an 

honored luminary of the English bar 
and the second by the Chief City Magistrate 
of New York City, reflect in a striking man- 
ner the diverse criminal problems wl-ich 
confront the great emnire and the great 
republic of the Anglo-Saxons. Neither of 
them is a text book or written for lawyers. 
Both are intensely interesting in their own 
right and each will attract a large and 
catholic public. The chief distinction be- 
tween them lies in the manner in which they 
approach their subject, and this manner, as 
has been stated, reflects the individual prob- 
lems set the law in English and American 
civilization. 

Justice McAdoo writes of these prob- 
lems from a professional, Judge Parry from 
an artistic angle. ‘When the Court Takes 
a Recess” contains a series of articles, re- 
printed from the New York Evening Post, 
outlining the effect upon American society 
of the drug habit and of the pistol, to which 
are appended a series of essays, chiefly pas- 
toral in vein, in which the court actually 
does take a recess with obvious relief and 
the reader discovers Justice McAdoo’s de- 
light in the Maine countryside and his sen- 
sitive reactions to human and other stimuli. 
The whole is informed by a personal experi- 
ence that includes having “been held up by 
highwaymen, run over by an automobile,” 
having “turned an ankle on an icy road, 
fallen from a high tree, been lost in the 
northern woods, had many escapes and much 
toil and great joy, and benefit beyond words 
in the exercises that begot the little sketches 
in this book.” 

* * * 


But it is Justice McAdoo’s trenchant, vivid 
and broad-minded exposition of “Narcotic 
Drug Addiction as it Really Is,” “The Pis- 
tol: the Curse of America” and “The The- 
ater and the Law” that best show the 
author in his particular field. He reveals an 
unstable industrial society where crime goes 
by “waves,” where the poison stream of nar- 
cotics finds little resistance in recruiting the 
criminal type, and where the criminal can 
with ease obtain a pistol to enforce his de- 
mands on society. He discusses crime from 
a sociological viewpoint, regarding the law 
as an instrument for bettering this incoher- 
ent society of “crime waves,” “drug men- 
aces” and “lascivious plays,” and for each 
has a lawyer’s remedy: Federal laws, world 
codperation, more policemen, censorship. In 
short, “When the Court Takes a Recess” 
considers a society in transition, discusses 
some of its ills and prescribes appropriate 
remedies. No one who has heard the police 
whistles shrilling, the rattle of revolver shots, 
or seen, stretched in some obscure doorway, 
the bloodless, youthful “gorilla,” victim of 
some trivial boot-legging, grafting or gang- 
feud—phenomena that have become part of 
the night’s work for the undermanned 
American police-forces—can fail to be im- 
pressed by the American magistrate’s clear- 
sighted analysis of the conditions or to ap- 
prove his pertinent suggestions, expressed, 
as they are, in telling, forceful and beau- 
tifully precise English. 

Nevertheless, it is a relief to turn to the 
pages of “The Drama of the Law,” where 
the court takes a recess not in delivering 
ex-cathedra exordia or in shaking off the 
dust of the bench and taking to the road, but 
in traversing with tolerance and enthusiasm 
the by-ways offered by the law itself. | For 
Judge Parry writes of crime from the view- 
point of a more mature and stable civiliza- 


tion, one of whose proudest boasts is the 
fearless impartiality of its courts and the 
swift, unsentimental operation of its inflex- 
ible justice, where the law is an instru- 
ment for the repression of viol and is 
not charged with the transformation of so- 
ciety. It is a society rather ignorant of 
“crime-waves,” “dope-fiends” and homicide 
made easy by unregulated traffic in lethal 
weapons. It is a society in which the crim- 
inal is an individual rather than a class. 
With no specific evils to attack and no reme- 
dies to urge, Judge Parry is free to amuse 
himself with that individual whose abnorm- 
ality brings him into conflict with the law. 

He writes a book of criminal law for its 
own sake, much akin in spirit to De Quincey’s 
‘Decline of Murder as a Fine Art.” Treat- 
ing of crime as a dramatic art, in a well- 
chosen and admirably-told series of tales of 
famous legal cases he indicates the affinity 
between law and drama, after an introduc- 
tion which nicely points out that 





the Napoleon touch, the boldness, the success 
of a great criminal make an irresistible appeal 
to our instinct of hero worship. We keep the 
lives of the saints upon our shelves, but we 
burn the midnight oil studying the biographies 
of sinners. 

* ” 7 


The author makes a convincing case for 
the rightness of the human instinct that 
fascinates the public with the news of 
sensational crime. What Justice McAdoo 
might assail as an unwholesome catering 
to the baser instincts, Judge Parry accepts 
as a rational public diversion, urging that: 

No doubt there are exceptional weak, 
sensual and feeble-minded persons who should 
not be allowed to read either truth or fiction. 
But to normal men and women the study of 
human nature in recorded trials ought to be a 
valuable and stimulating exercise. 

After these thoughtful citizens have en- 
dorsed Justice McAdoo’s views on pistols, 
drugs and the theater, with unctuous civic 
virtue, and have agreed that “they ought to 
pass a law about it,” they will turn with 
delight to a work which assumes that, no 
matter what may be their views on federal, 
state, municipal or world ordinances, 
crime-waves and the like, they are human 
enough to be interested in the transcendant 
selfishness, vanity and adventures of the 
great criminals in three centuries of English 
jurisprudence, and may, without shame, take 
joy in reading accounts of the same, as told 
by an authority as wise, witty and urbane 
as Judge Parry. 





A comprehensive work covering a little 
chronicled field, that of French art in the 
sixteenth century, has just been issued by 
Etienne Moreau-Nélaton (Paris: Laurens). 
“Les Clouets et Leurs Emules” is in three 
volumes, the first of which is devoted to 
lives of French masters of the period. 
Though facts concerning them are few, M. 
Moreau-Nélaton has succeeded in giving 
these artists personality and reality. The 
second volume, which is very fully illus- 
trated, takes up separately each important 
collection of drawings, while the third pre- 
sents a catalogue raisonné of extant draw- 
ings and paintings of the period. The work 
is of great importance to the student of 
French sixteenth century art. 


General Max Hoffman, who is best 
known to the Anglo-Saxon world as German 
military representative at the Brest-Litovsk 
conveation, has just published a volume of 
reminiscences, “Der Krieg der Versaiimten 
Verlegenheiten” (Munich: Verlag fiir Kul- 
turpolitik), which tends to show that all 
did not run as smooth with the German war 
machine as appeared on the surface. Gen- 
eral Hoffman was stationed throughout the 
war in Russia, and his chronicle reveals that 
the policies employed there were frequently 
at cross-purposes. Students of the war will 
find much of interest in his book. 
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New Fiction 





New Friends in 


Old Chester 


By Margaret Deland 





have we read anything so 
genuinely fine,” exclaims the 
New York Evening Post of 
this new volume by Mrs. De- 
land, in which she turns back 
to the old town of her earlier 
stories, and its beloved people. 
And she has done more than 
turn back. Mrs. Deland has 
created, in the Eliot’s Katy, 
a new character who ranks 
with Dr. Lavendar as one of 
the unforgettable personalities 
of American fiction, and she 
has written three stories 
of unsurpassed understanding, 
power and charm. $2.00 


The 
Golden Ladder 


By Rupert Hughes 


gq “Not for many a long day 





“Madame Jumel, born Betty 
Bowen of Providence, comes 
completely and delightfully to 
life again in the pages of 
Rupert Hughes’ new novel, 
with all her fascinating con. 
temporaries, including the 
brilliant Aaron Burr and 
Alexander Hamilton. A sin- 
gularly rich and vivid histori- 
cal novel, consistently enter- 
taining, amusing and instruc- 
tive."—N. Y. Evening Post 
$2. 


The Able 
McLaughlins 


By Margaret Wilson 





This novel of the pioneer 
West, which won the 1923 
Pulitzer Prize and 
$2,000 Prize Novel Contest, 
and which for many months 
has stood near the head of the 
best-seller list while calling 
forth the enthusiasm of the 
leading critics of the country, 
is one which you should not 
miss if you wish to keep up 
with our native literature. You 
will enjoy its rich humor, its 
humanness, and its sturdy and 
vigorous idealism. $2.00 


HARPER & BROTHERS 
Publishers Since 1817 
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THE ART OF PUBLIC 
SPEAKING 


ALBERT J. BEVERIDGE 


In this concise and practical volume one 
of America’s most eloquent orators sets 
forth the principles of public speaking and 
discusses in detail the rules to be observed 
for those who would attain success. 

(Ready August 15) 





$1.00 


THE 
LIST 


oe \ a 


Houghton Mifflin 













RELIGIOUS LIFE IN 
ANCIENT EGYPT 
SIR WILLIAM FLINDERS PETRIE 


This book, a companion volume to “Social 
Life in Ancient Egypt,” is a study of the most 
fascinating phase of Egyptian life at a time 
when the temple was the heart of the city, by 
one of the ablest living authorities on Ancient 


Egypt. Illus. $2.00 











WILLIAM BLAKE: 


His PHILOSOPHY AND SYMBOLS 
S. FOSTER DAMON 


“The clearest, most convincing, 
and most sympathetic attempt yet 
made to unravel the complexities 
of Blake’s mythology.”—New 
Statesman. Limited Edition. 

Illus. $10.00 








UNDER DISPUTE 
AGNES REPPLIER 


“Her essays are pungent, philo- 
sophic, humorous and animated, 
with garnishings of rare scholar- 
ship and knowledge of humanity.” 
—Philadelphia Record. $2.00 








ABR Ei 
C. FOX SMITH 
Here are many interesting yarns 
of famous China clippers, Black 
Ballers, and Blackwallers, wool 
clippers and Frisco grain ships, 
stories of their captains and their 
crews, by the author of “Sailor 
Town Days.” Illus. $2.00 








DEMOCRACY AND 
LEADERSHIP 
IRVING BABBITT 

“One of the greatest works of 
our time, if not of all time. Cer- 
tainly it is the most significant 
work of its kind to come out of 

America.”—Cincinnati Commer- 

cial Tribune. $3.00 








COLONIAL WOMEN 
OF AFFAIRS 
ELIZABETH A. DEXTER 


A book of fascinating and au- 
thentic information in regard to 
women’s activities in the Ameri- 
can Colonies, showing their suc- 
cess in many trades and profes- 
sions. Illus. $5.00 




















Company 


To be published 
August 29 











THE FALL OF THE 
DUTCH REPUBLIC 





The Little 
French Girl 


ANNE DOUGLAS SEDGWICK 


Naive because she is still almost a child, wise and poised 
because of the conventions of her race, Alix, the little 
French girl, stands on the threshold of life. Her mother, 
the lovely Mme. Vervier, has sent her to England in quest 
of the suitable marriage that her own indiscretions have 
made impossible in France. How, even there, her mother’s 
past life lies like an abyss across her path, how she is en- 
meshed in the difference of social standards between the 
two countries, and how she finally, triumphantly, extricates 
herself is told in a novel that unquestionably is one of the 
outstanding achievements of modern fiction. 


“The Little French Girl” is not written for a passing year 
or generation. Life, limpid, clear, beautiful, flows 
through these pages. Picture follows unforgetable picture. 
Men a=d women speak; their words vibrate with reality. 
They move; we see them, catch their gestures, live with 
them. Here beyond doubt, is a novel that will endure. 

$2.00. Order now for delivery on publication. 


HENRIK W. VAN LOON 


A re-issue, with delightful pen- 
and-ink illustrations by the od 
of this popular history of the 
Dutch Republic from the seven- 
teenth century through the Napo- 
leonic Wars. Illus. $5.00 








BENJAMIN 
CONSTANT 
E. SCHERMERHORN 


“A most admirable essay in 
biography, at once edifying and 
amusing, sympathetic and unsenti- 
mental. It contains enough good 
character drawing to make half a 
dozen novels."—N. Y. Herald- 
Tribune. $5.00 








THE GENIUS OF 
ISRAEL 
CARLETON NOYES 


The author recreates the people 
and the civilization of which the 
Old Testament is the fragmentary 
but vastly engaging record and 
re-interprets the conditions and 








Now Ready 














events of the period. $5.00 











ANDORRA 
ISABELLE SANDY 


“Since ‘Maria Chapdelaine’ we have had no novel so charged 
with pastoral beauty.”—Phila. North American. Illus. $2.00 


INDIA: 


A Birp’s-EveE View 
EARL OF RONALDSHAY 


A concise and authoritative sur- 
vey of present-day India by the 





former Governor-General of Ben- 
gal, author of “Lands of the 





THE THREE HOSTAGES 
JOHN BUCHAN 


A masterpiece of mystery and adventure, another Richard 
Hannay story by the author of “Greenmantle.” $2.00 


Thunderbolt” and other standard 
books on India. Illus. $5.00 








LEGISLATIVE 








ASSEMBLIES 








HELIODORA 
By “H. D.” 


“There is nothing in contemporary literature that surpasses 
these later poems,” wrote May Sinclair gf “H. D.’s” last volume. 


ROBERT LUCE 
This book, the second of a 


series, is the only work so far pub- 
lished that treats comprehensively 
and yet in scientific detail the 
broad aspect of the science of law 


making. $6.00 











$1.50 
al 
THE PIPER 











HISTORICAL NIGHTS’ 


MODERN FRENCH MUSIC 
EDWARD BURLINGAME HILL 


“Modern French Music” traces the succeed- 
ing phases in the development of French 
music from Chabrier and Fauré to Erik Satie 
and “The Group of Six.” The author is 
assistant professor of music at Harvard. 
Illus. $4.00 













extends his best wishes for the success of 
THE SaturDay Review, and will be glad to 
serve its readers who will sign and mail 
this coupon. 

Houcuton Mirruin Co. 

2 Park Street, Boston, Mass. 

Please send me, without charge, The Piper, a 
periodical devoted to books and their authors. 

















ENTERTAINMENT 
RAFAEL SABATINI 


Thrilling tales from history retold by “the 
modern Dumas” with his customary vividness 
and absorbing interest. This new edition is 
handsomely printed and bound, and illus- 
trated with photogravure frontispieces. 

2 vols. $5.00 




































Charles Scribner’s 
Sons 


remind the readers of the 
Saturday Review of Litera- 
ture that there is still time 
for them to form their own 
opinions about the latest 


literary sensation — 


RING 
LARDNER’S 


How to 
Write Short 


Stories 
[ With Samples | 


When you have read 
these stories, however, 
you will almost inevit- 
ably find yourself agree- 
ing with 


SIR JAMES BARRIE: 
“TI have read ‘How to Write 
Short Stories’ with immense en- 
tertainment. Even the baseball 
slang has not knocked me out, 
and though I may be a bit 
winded by some of the phraseol- 
ogy, I find, for instance, ‘Har- 
mony’ a joy as much as ‘Some 
Like Them Cold,’ ‘The Golden 
Honeymoon,’ and ‘Champion.’ 
Congratulations to Ring Lard- 
ner. He is the real thing.” 
—From a letter to the publisbers. 


HEYWOOD BROUN: 
“It is just that ‘How to Write 
Short Stories’ should cause a 
commotion among the critics. 
. .. Lardner has a fluent and fin- 
ished technique unusual among 
American writers. . . . Lardner 
knows more about the man in the 
street, or the boob, or whatever 
you want to call him, than any- 
body else writing in America.” 
—In the New York World. 


H. L. MENCKEN : 

“His stories, it seems to me, are 

superbly adroit and amusing; no 

other contemporary American, 

sober or gay, writes better.” 
—In the American Mercury. 


ALEXANDER 
WOOLLCOTT: 


“A masterpiece of truth and in- 
sight and flawless craft hip 
before whose author all ink- 
stained wretches should make 
obeisance.”” —In The Bookman. 


BURTON RASCOE: 
“There are three Americans who, 
at their best, are in the world’s 
first rank of short-story writers, 
and they are Sherwood Ander- 
son, Willa Sibert Cather, and Mr. 
Lardner.” 

—In the New York Tribune. 


WM. ROSE BENET: 
“We have not in the past been 
a Ring Lardner devotee. ... But 
we are now. . . . Mabelle, in 
‘Some Like Them Cold,’ is just 
at present our favorite heroine 
in fiction.” 

—In the N. ¥. Evening Post. 





You will probably find your- 
self also agreeing in essen- 
tialswith FranklinP.Adams, 
Edmund Wilson, Harry 
Hansen, and Thomas Boyd, 


to name only a few others. 


Fourth Large Printing 
$2.00 at all bookstores 





A French View 


JANE AUSTEN. By LEoNIE VILLARD. 
Translated by Veronica Lucas. With a 
New Study of Jane Austen by R. Brim- 
LEY JoHNSON. New York: E, P. Dut- 
ton & Co. 1924. $4.25. 


ISS VILLARD’S book is new testi- 

mony, if new testimony be needed, 
to the quality of Jane Austen’s genius. For 
here is a critic of alien race and associa- 
tion as appreciative of the quiet English- 
woman’s rigidly circumscribed portrayal of 
society as were ever the commentators of her 
own nation. Miss Villard, indeed, is at 
pains to stress the fact that it is by reason 
of having been able to transcend the bounds 
of the local and specific by displaying in 
them the universal that Jane Austen has 
written her name among the immortals. 
She points out, as all critics before her have 
pointed out, that Miss Austen made her un- 
exciting stories interesting for all time by 
the faithfulness with which she depicted the 
unchanging aspects of society—the play and 
interplay of human interests, and the fol- 
lies and foibles, as well as the stabler traits, 
of human nature. The sprightliness, the 
humor, the nice appreciation of the “in- 
volvements” of character that have made 
Miss Austen’s work in Howells’s word 
“adored” of her admirers have impressed 
themselves upon the French critic and are 
analyzed by her with care and understand- 
ing. 

Her interpretation on the whole presents 
little that is new, but its orthodoxy takes 
on fresh interest from its emanation from a 
non-English source. Mr. Johnson, who sets 
forth revolutionary views in a long intro- 
duction which precedes Miss Villard’s dis- 
cussion, would have us believe that her point 
of view squares with his own in believing 
that Jane Austen’s work was a criticism and 
reproduction of art, not of life. She does, 
it is true, share his opinion that contrary to 
general belief Miss Austen owed much to 
her reading of books, but, whereas he main- 
tains that the novelist derived the primary 
inspiration for her romances from a desire 
to prove the falsity of the art of her fel- 
low writers, Miss Villard goes no further 
than to say that she read them to discover 
what faults to avoid in her own narratives. 
In other words Miss Villard very fully ac- 
cepts the orthodox belief, given currency 
by the author herself, that Miss Austen 
wrote not to improve or enlighten but 
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merely for the joy of telling a story and 
depicting the life of the English country- 
side which she knew and loved. 

Mr. Johnson’s thesis, that “the founda- 
tions of Jane Austen’s genius were not real- 
istic, but were built upon a close study of 
the conventions of romance,” is based upon 
a study of “Love and Freindship.” It in- 
volves the admission that the two cardinal 
assumptions of all past criticism of Jane 
Austen, the first, “that she was exception- 
ally modern in her realism; an observer and 
showman, whose work was based on the 
study of human nature;” and the second, 
“that no writer of equal genius ever owed 
so little to her predecessors; knew or cared 
so little about books,” are fundamentally 
untrue. In support of his contention Mr. 
Johnson quotes allusions scattered throughout 
her works to other romances, and endeavors 
to show how throughout her career, though 
her sympathy widened and deepened with 
the years, it was the critic-parodist who 
from the youthful exuberance of “Love and 
Freindship” to the mature art of “Emma” 
ruled supreme in Miss Austen. He has not 
convinced us. We cannot but believe that 
Jane Austen’s novels sprang from a pro- 
found interest and delight in the life about 
her, rather than from a desire to demon- 
strate how unreally it had been presented in 
the fiction of her country. Nevertheless his 
argument is interesting, as is Miss Villard’s 
more general study. 


“Von Bismarck zum Weltkreige: Die 
Deutsche Politik in den Jahrzehnten vor dem 
Kriege,” by Erich Bradenburg, which has 
recently appeared in Germany (Berlin: 
Deutsche Verlagsgesellschaft fiir Politik und 
Geschichte), is perhaps the most compre- 
hensive work on German policy during the 
quarter of a century preceding the World 
War yet to be published. Based on a 
study of published archives and on records 
for the years 1899-1914 not yet published, 
it presents an exhaustive, and considering 
its German authorship, a remarkably un- 
biased survey of the aims and relations of 
Germany in regard to the other Powers of 
Europe, and casts much light on the atti- 
tude of the Kaiser toward his ministers and 
toward foreign Governments, Herr Braden- 
burg has not attempted to gloss over facts, 
though he displays a natural tendency to 
lift from Germany the responsibility for the 
war; he leaves the Government and espe- 
cially the Emperor in unfavorable light. 





signs of greatness. 


marks artistry. 


THE PENN 
COMPANY 





THE GRAY 
BEGINNING 


By EDWARD SHENTON 


“After reading a novel as true and as well written 
as ‘The Gray Beginning’ one naturally wonders some- 
thing about the author. His name is not familiar—at 
least to this reviewer. Let it suffice that he is the 
author of at least one very good novel, and if it is 
his first, the more credit to him.” 


“It were folly to describe ‘The Gray Beginning’ 
in terms of ordinary fiction. 
almost every sense of the word.” 

—Philadelphia Public Ledger 


“We have found an American novel that shows 


with that degree of restraint and imagination that 
It is the best effort lately that has 
risen out of our not inconsiderable trials of noveling.” 


—St. Louis Post-Dispatch 


“Mr. Shenton has style, feeling and imagination.” 
$2.00 


PHILADELPHIA 


—New York Times 


It is extraordinary in 


. It is life itself, told 


—Boston Transcript 


PUBLISHING 








EFEFEIEFE FE FES 





EJES 








SPEFEFES 


t 
‘ 
} 















By ALBERT EDWARD 
WIGGAM 
























THE NEW 
DECALOGUE 
OF SCIENCE 


As a tour de force of the 
sum and achievement of all 
scientific and humanistic 
thought, it is an astounding 
= of one mind. 
—Laurence Stallings in N. Y, 
World. Price $3.00 


—{}- 


By ALBERT J. 
BEVERIDGE 


THE STATE OF 
THE NATION 


Foreign Relations, the Con- 
stitution, the Railroads, Bu- 
reau Rule, the President and 
the Supreme Court discussed 


with candor and common sense. 


Price $3.00 


By E. B. HOAG and 
E. H. WILLIAMS 


OUR FEAR 
COMPLEXES 


Courageous beyond the point 
to which most of such matter 
for lay readers is held, enlight- 
ening, and hard to stop read- 
ing.—Louisville Courier Jour- 
nal, Price $2.50 
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By OTIS SKINNER 
FOOTLIGHTS 
AND 
SPOTLIGHTS 
Reco.tections or My Lire 


ON THE STACE 


The story of a life crowded 
with incident and with fascinat- 
ing contacts. A_ delightful 
style and very human apprecia- 
tion of what will amuse and 


interest. Price $5.00 
Pada! 

NE 

By ERNEST GOODWIN 

STILETTO 


A romance of old Venice in 
the days when barriers of con- 
vention were breaking down. 
What happened to a beautiful 
girl-wife plunged into the whirl 
of pleasure hunting. Price $2.00 
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By F. E. BAILY 


VIRGINIA’S 
WILD OATS 


The sprightly, amusing, 
harmlessly modern escapades 
of a London society belle, 
youthful, adorable, clever. Writ- 
ten with bubbling wit and 
sparkling brilliance. Price $2.00 
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Selected from STOKES Publications 





Some Successes of the Season and a Glimpse of Books to Come 








7th Printing! 


LOUIS BROMFIELD’S 





7th Printing! 


THe GREEN BAY TREE 


Ernest Boyd, N. Y. Times: 


“For the best American novel of the season one 
must turn, I think, to a group of younger novelists 
who with first or second novels have proved their 
worth to be far above anything their more widely 
known contemporaries have offered.” And heading 
Mr. Boyd’s recommendation of “first” novels is “The 
Green Bay Tree”! 


W. Orton Tewson, Philadelphia Ledger: 

“‘The Green Bay Tree’ is running through edition 
after edition without even a pause for second wind. 
What is more to the point is that the book deserves 
success, which cannot always be said of a best seller. 
It is a splendid piece of work and you shouldn’t miss it.” 


Herschel Brickell, N. Y. Evening Post: 

“‘The Green Bay Tree’ is well up among the best 
sellers of the year as we felt it would be. We 
predicted a place for it among the ten best novels of 
the year, but unless the fall crop improves notably we 
should place it among the best five.” 





New novel by the author of popular “Mr. and Mrs. Sen” 


In A SHANTUNG GARDEN 


By LOUISE JORDAN MILN 





A young American goes to China on a delicate mission for his father’s firm. 
His orders are to learn China before making his true object known. Confidently 
and wholeheartedly, as he met life in general, this young American approached 
the ancient order and intricate beauties of Chinese life and culture. The story of 
his success—and failure—of the breathless romance that sweeps him into the very 


heart of the East is well worth reading. $2.00. 





“Fine, swinging, romantic tale of adventure.” —N. Y. Post. 


THE OWLS’ HOUSE 


By CROSBIE GARSTIN 





Everything to make a lively adventure story is here: smuggling, horse-trading 
with gypsies, pirating off the Barbary Coast, fighting galore. 


“On the basis of ‘The Owls’ House’ we are prepared to hail Crosbie Garstin 
as one of the best of living romance writers. It is way up front among 
the adventure yarns of the last decade."—F. F. V., N. Y. Herald-Tribune. $2.00. 


Don’t forget to read ‘‘The Education of Peter’’ by John Wiley, ‘‘the best college novel of recent fiction.’’—N. Y. Sun. $2.00. 





THE DANCE: its Place in Art and Life 
BY TROY and MARGARET WEST KINNEY 





A revised and enlarged edition of this recognized authority on the dance. An 
intimate knowledge of present-day conditions in New York, London, Paris and 
Sevilla enables the authors to write for this edition a new chapter, Tendencies: at once 
a résumé of dance history since 1914 and an analysis of tendencies in the art’s de- 
velopment. $7.50 


MILITARY INTELLIGENCE: A New Weapon in War 
BY LT..COL. WALTER C. SWEENEY, U. S. A. 


A complete account of the Military Intelligence Division of the U. S. Army 
with full explanation of the work it does and its importance to the country in general. 
Colonel Sweeney writes with knowledge and authority on this subject from the day 
of the intrepid spy down to the present time. The casual reader as well as the most 
earnest student of international affairs will find the book thoroughly interesting and 
enlightening. $2.50 





TABLE DECORATIONS for All Occasions 
BY EDNA SIBLEY TIPTON 


Do you want new ideas for decorations and favors for a Mah Jongg party, a 
wedding anniversary, a birthday dinner, afternoon tea—for any party at any season? 
“Table Decorations for all Occasions” contains a wealth of unique suggestions, clear 
and practical with every detail pictured in 36 remarkable illustrations from photo- 
graphs. The book is conveniently indexed and the suggestions are practical and 
thoroughly artistic. $3.00 


DICKENS’S OWN STORY 
BY SIR WILLIAM ROBERTSON NICOLL 


Dickens is presented here by one who not only admires him but by one who is 
also conscious of the faults both in his character and in his work. The late Sir William 
Robertson Nicoll had a deep interest in Dickens and his work and took endless trouble 
to investigate any new Dickens material. This spirit of inquiry shows itself in this 
book for it contains so much out-of-the-way information and such keen critical 
analysis that it will be welcomed by all lovers of Dickens. 








$3.00 





A Unique Publication—of Special Interest to Collectors 


THE BOOK oF THE QUEEN’S DOLLS’ HOUSE 


Vol. I. The Queen’s Dolls’ House; Vol. Il. The Queen’s Dolls’ House Library 


A de luxe, two volume description of the Royal Dolls’ House—the most perfect 
miniature residence ever constructed—made during the last two years by Britain’s 
master artists and craftsmen for the Royal nurseries. The volumes are sumptuous'y 
made throughout and the illustrations beautifully reproduced. 

Volume I describes and pictures every detail of the house from attic to basement. 
Volume II is devoted entirely to the library of two hundred books which contains 
much new material—stories, poems, essays—written especially for the library by such 


men as J. M. Barrie, Arnold Bennett, John Drinkwater and Walter de la Mare. Other 
writers such as Hardy, Kipling and Conrad, have contributed handwritten excerpts 
chosen from their published work as best representing their art. In Volume II, also 
are reproductions and descriptions of many hundred water colors and etchings by 
Sir A. S. Cope, Alfred Hartley, George Harcourt and scores of other artists. 
Limited Edition of 1,500 copies for England and America. Profusely illustrated 
in color and monochrome. Two volumes, each 844" x 102" boxed as a set, net $50. 





A Few of the Interesting Stokes Books to be Published, Autumn, 1924: 





Books for Varied Tastes 


EVERYWHERE BY A. HENRY SAVAGE LANDOR 
The fascinating experience of an artist and explorer all over the 
world. wo volumes, $10.00 

OLD GLASS: European and American BY N. HUDSON MOORE 
A comprehensive account of the history and manufacture of old Pees 

10. 


ANGKOR THE MAGNIFICENT BY HELEN CHURCHILL CANDEE 
Remarkable travel story of the lost city of Angkor in Indo-China $5.00 
BEAUTIFUL MEXICO BY VERNON QUINN 
The fascinating story of Mexico, its beauty, charm and romance. $4.00 
FIRST AID TO THE OPERA-GOER BY MARY F. WATKINS 
The opera interpreted by story-plots written in a witty, breezy 
style. $3.00 





Entertaining Novels 


THE DEVONSHERS BY HONORE WILLSIE MORROW 
A novel of the Wyoming Rockies, vital with a sense of space and 


freedom. $2.00 
SAILS OF SUNSET BY CECIL ROBERTS 
A colorful romantic story of love, Venice and the Adriatic $2.00 
THE OLD MEN OF THE SEA BY COMPTON MACKENZIE 
A South Sea adventure story that is different and refreshing. $2.00 
THE SAD ADVENTURERS BY MARYSE RUTLEDGE 
The arresting romance of an English Wallingford. $2.00 


THE SINGLE HEART BY J. E. BUCKROSE 


A delightful love story which explains why many beautiful women 
remain single. $2.00 


For Young People 


DR. DOLITTLE’S CIRCUS BY HUGH LOFTING 
Adventures of the famous. little doctor in the sawdust ring. $2. 
JIM DAVIS BY JOHN MASEFIELD 
A beautiful, illustrated edition of this classic adventure story. $2.50 
SILVERHORN, The Hilda Conkling Book for other Children 
BY HILDA CONKLING 
A selection for little folk of the child-poet’s best loved poems. $2.50 


WHY BE A GOOP? BY GELETT BURGESS 
A new Goop book, funnier than ever. $1.50 
DAYS OF THE PIONEERS 
The story of American pioneering from 1794 to 1860. 
SUMMER AT CLOVERFIELD FARM BY HELEN F. ORTON 
Delightful, true-to-life story of a summer on a farm. $1.00 


BY L. LAMPREY 








443 Fourth Ave. 


FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY 


New York 
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FROM THE 


DUTTON’S. LIST 








WOODSMOKE 
By FRANCIS BRETT YOUNG 


H. B. in The New York Evening Post, 
calls it ‘a story that for sheer power 
and gripping interest deserves a posi- 
tion at the very top of recent fiction 
Against a background of African 
seacoast and jungle, what a smashingly 
dramatic story is told! It is the sort of 
book that one lays aside at the climax 
to catch one’s breath—there is in it the 
thrill of melodrama without its arti- 
ficiality, for the author is honest with 
his characters and his situations. They 
follow natural courses: there is no 
wrenching or turning aside merely 
for the sake of the plot. The ef- 
fect, as we have said, is one of soul- 
stirring, devastating power.” 
By the author of “Pilgrim’s Rest,” “The 
Red Knight,” etc. Each $2.00 


















OTHER RECENT FICTION 
Audacity 


By BEN AMES WILLIAMS 
Sparkling, ingenious comedy. 


All to Seek 


By DIANA PATRICK 
A story of eager youth. 


Ancient Fires 


By IDA A. R. WYLIE 
Vivid, romantic adventure. 


Mr. Fortune’s Practice 


By H. C. BAILEY 
Keen deductions wittily expressed. 


Somewhere at Sea 


By JOHN FLEMING WILSON 
Remarkable stories of the sea. 


Success 


By Baroness LEONIE AMINOFF 
A powerful portrait of Napoleon. 


Till a’ the Seas Gang Dry 
By JOHN INNES 
Scotch in spirit and manner. 


Nightshade 


Anonymous impressions of a_ small 
town, curiously fascinating. 


The Red Gods 

By JEAN D'ESME 

Weird, mysterious and exotic. 
EACH, $2.00 








AS FASCINATING AS 
ANY FICTION 


BEHIND THE SCENES IN 
POLITICS 


A Confession. Anonymous. 


Do you want to know what goes 
on behind the doors of secret con- 
ferences wherein men little known are 
made into Presidents over night? 

Do you know what the “lunatic 
fringe” of politics is? or how “goose- 
stuffing” is managed? 

Do you recall how certain famous 
men defeated themselves? or what kind 
of wives make or unmake successful 
statesmen? 

In short, do you want to go “Behind 
the Scenes in Politics?” It is a mighty 
entertaining game, and this man knows 
it. Perhaps you will recognize him. 

$2.50 











RECENT NON-FICTION 
W. H. Hudson: A Portrait 


By MORLEY ROBERTS 
Impressions gained in forty years of 
friendship. $5.00 


Far Away and Long Ago 


By W. H. HUDSON 
A popular edition of this unique auto- 
biography. 00 


Episodes Before Thirty 
By ALGERNON BLACKWOOD 


The most extraordinary bit of self- 
revelation in years. $3.00 


Jane Austen 


By LEONIE VILLARD 
A French appreciation. $4.25 














These books should be obtainable 
through any bookseller; if not, they 
can be had direct from 


E. P. DUTTON & CO. 
681 Firra AVvENUvE, New Yorr 

















A Book of Pleasures 


THE RIGHT PLACE. By C. E. Monta- 
GUE. New York: Doubleday, Page & Co. 
1924. $2.50. 


HOEVER has fared forth in holi- 
day humor to taste the joy of 
travel or has known the quieter delight 
of journeyings remembered in tranquillity 
will feel his pulses beat to the brave spirit 
of this book. It is a gallant book, full of 
high adventure, quick with the zest of liv- 
ing, sturdy for all its ready enthusiasm, and 
mellowed now and again by a wistfulness 
that creeps almost unawares into its exuber- 
ance of mood. Its adventures, to be sure, 
‘Aare wholly of the mind and soul, but the 
xusto is there that makes of living a hazard 
“f fair fortunes and of life a quest capable 
£ who knows what enchantment. The 
.\ps, touched with the sunset glow, dawn 
om the roof of Milan cathedral, the lazy 
‘ches of the Venetian lagoon, the roaring 
nets of London, or Liverpool with its 
‘ed tides alike call forth in Mr. Monta- 
a rapture of remembrance. But there 
steady flow of thought, a seasoned 
phy of life to add substance to his 
"on, and there is always a graceful 
» > iengaging style to give savor to his 
o. “Pent. 
yew Book of Pleasures” Mr. Montague 
is volume of essays, but it is in a 
¥ so a book of melancholy. For shot 
thi") all the warp of its rejoicing is the 
re¢'=.» 2t realization that a glory has de- 
pal@iffrom the earth, and that the bloom 
of ¢& fht is off the world for the gen- 
mat bye knew the agony of conflict. 
Here} the literary expression’ of that 
comm\slace in the experience of all of 
us—th. © "breach between all that went be- 
fore ti§ -war and all that came after that 
has thr>wn the recent past of youth into 
the perspective in which only old age nor- 
mally sees it. We have no doubt that Mr. 
Montague before the war was as lustily 
proclaiming the wrongness of the world as 
the best of his fellows. But now “That 
was the time to be young,” he tells us, and 
we think of Shelley and Byron and their 
own time when “to be young was very 
heaven.” 

Well, the gods be praised, a new genera- 
tion has already come into the world that 
knows nothing of the pain of battle, and 
that when it reaches maturity may find 
Europe as delectable a place to ramble in 
as does Mr. Montague’s fancy. And the 
rest of us can rejoice in being able to re- 
capture something of our own vanished 
ardor in the contagious delight of his re- 
collections. 










American Folk-Lore 


LEGENDS OF TEXAS. Edited by J. 
Frank Dosie. Austin, Texas: Texas 
Folk-Lore Society. 1924. $2.50. 


Reviewed by Leonipas W. Payne, JR. 


EXAS affords a rich field for the 

folk-lorist. Though one of the 
younger states in settlement by Americans 
and admission to the Union, it has a back- 
ground of Spanish missions and of Mexican 
and Indian occupation which gives it a 
long and romantic history and a rich in- 
heritance of legendary and traditional lore. 
The Texas Folk-Lore Society has been do- 
ing good service in publishing various 
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cally convey a secret subtle 
= intimation that you are the 
only reader who has ever, 

, will ever,wholly grasp their 

Z elusive wit and charm. . . 
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papers and studies presented at its annual 
meetings, and now it comes forth with a 
beautiful and substantial volume of 280 
pages. The editor, Professor J. Frank 
Dobie, formerly of the University of Texas 
and now of the Oklahoma A. & M. Col- 
lege, is the secretary of the Society. He is 
a native Texan and knows the life of the 
ranchman and farmer as well as that of 
the urban classes. He is devoting his best 
energies to the study and preservation of 
the literature and lore of the earlier and 
later frontier periods, particularly as the 
material relates to Texas life and history. 

Forty of the ninety-four legends are 
concerned with Buried Treasure and Lost 
Mines. Professor Dobie has prefixed to this 
extensive group a scholarly “Inquiry into 
the Sources of Treasure Legends in Texas.” 
The other groups are: Legends of the 
Supernatural; Legends of Lovers; Legen- 
dary Origins of Texas Flowers, Names, and 
Streams, and Miscellaneous Legends. Besides 
Mr. Dobie, who has collected more legends 
than any other person and who has edited 
the whole volume with many elucidating 
introductions and footnotes and references 
to sources and historical parallels, there are 
thirty-five other contributors. 

The collection is valuable to the worker 
in pure literature as well as to the historian. 
In the volume will be found color and 
incident and background for poem or essay, 
short story or novel, dealing with the great 
southwestern section of our country. 
“Legends of Texas” will do for another 
section of the field of western folk-lore 
what John A. Lomax’s “Cowboy Songs 
and Ballads” and “Songs of the Cattle 
Trail and Cow Camp” have done for one 
type of the folk-songs of the great plains. 





Essays on Dickens 


DICKENS’S OWN STORY. By Sir Wi1- 
LIAM ROBERTSON NICOLL. New York: 
Frederick A. Stokes. 1924. $3.00 net. 


A COLLECTION of papers contrib- 
uted to the British Weekly, these 
essays while adding nothing new to Dickens 
criticism are interesting as presenting 
the opinions of a scholar and an 
enthusiast whose eyes despite his admiration 
for his subject are open to the defects of his 
greatness. Sir William has in several in- 
stances taken as his point of departure the 
works of others on Dickens, and enlarging 
on some particular statement, furnished side- 
lights on the personality and the life of the 
novelist. Particularly interesting is the chap- 
ter in which he summarizes Dickens’s rela- 
tions with the original of Dora Spenlow in 
“David Copperfield,” a love affair recounted 
in the privately printed “Charles Dickens 
and Maria Beadnell (‘Dora’) : Private Cor- 
respondence between Charles Dickens and 
Mrs. Henry Winter,” edited by Professor 
George Pierce Baker. Interesting, too, if 
hardly more than a suggestion, is Sir Wil- 
liam’s attempt to prove Kipling in “Kim” 
“a pupil in the school of Charles Dickens.” 
This discipleship he bases on a similar uni- 
form geniality of temper, on a like ability 
to evolve a character out of simple elements, 
and on specific parallelisms of episode be- 
tween “Kim” and certain of Dickens’s no- 
vels. His comparison is ingenious if not 
particularly convincing. His book as a 
whole makes pleasant reading. 
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Two Famous Women 
of History 
In Celebrated Biographies 


Remember this. It is not enough 
to own “a” biography of Cleopatra 
or “a” biography of Marie Antoi- 
nette. For while much that is classic 
has been written of these romantic 
figures, too much that has no claim 
to distinction is apt to distract the 
reader. For accuracy, authenticity 
and boundless, fiction-like interest, 
we submit “the” biographies essential 
to an adequate appreciation of their 
subjects, and which, as a matter of 
fact, are entirely self-sufficient. 





Hilaire Belloc’s 
MARIE ANTOINETTE 


Mr. Belloc presents the beautiful 
queen as a victim of circumstances. 
He tells her story in full with a 
wealth of incident, and a fine drama- 
tic touch that gives the work the sus- 
tained interest of a thrilling novel. 
You see here the real Marie Antoi- 
nette in an unforgettable picture by a 
brilliant and sympathetic biographer. 
“A genuinely fine book. It seems to 
me to be Belloc’s summit of prose 
excellence.”—Laurence Stallings in 
the N. Y. World. Illustrated with 
rare prints and facsimiles of rare 
documents. $5.00 





The Life and Times of 


CLEOPATRA 
Mr. Weigall, the distinguished 
Egyptologist, utilizes the essentials of 
recently discovered material to make 
his biography of Cleopatra the most 
complete and most authentic in ex- 
istence. His volume is singularly 
fascinating. It gives the whole story 
of Cleopatra as wife, mother, and 
lover, treating her, for the first time, 
as a real woman. Illustrated, $5.00 

. 
Now Complete in 


Four Handsome Volumes 
WONDERS OF 


THE PAST 
Edited by J. A. Hammerton 

A most fascinating narrative in 
which are recreated the wonders 
that dazzled the world thousands of 
years ago. The past half-century 
has given us a wealth of new and 
amazing information about the genius 
of ancient artists and engineers and 
enabled the editors of this great work 
to present a remarkably complete pic- 
ture. A profusion of black-and-white 
and color plates makes this one of 
the most superbly illustrated works 
ever published. 

; 4 volumes, each $5.00 

* * * 


A FICTION RATION 
Robert Keable’s 
RECOMPENSE 
Mollie Panter-Downes’ 


THE SHORELESS SEA 


See These Books At Any Bookstore 


G-P-PUTNAM'S 
TWO WEST 45% Sr NEWYORK 
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(1) “Uncoritten His- 
tory,” By Cosme Ham- 
ilton, $4.00. 


(2) “My Life im 
Art,” By Constantin 
Stanislausky, $6.00. 


(3) “The Complete 
Poems of Emily Dick- 
inson,” $3.50. 


(4) “The Life of 
Olive Schreiner,” By S. 
C. Cronewright-Schrein- 
er, $5.00. 


(5) “Lions ’w’ Tigers 
’n’ Everything,” By 
Courtney Ryley Coop- 
er, $2.00. 


(6) The Beacon Hill 
Bookshelf: “Little 
Women” and “Little 
Men,” By Louisa M. 
Alcott; “Nelly’s Silver 
Mine,” By Helen Hunt 
Jackson; “Martin 
Hyde, the Duke’s Mes- 
senger,” By John Mase- 
field; “The Story of 
Rolf and the Viking’s 


Publishers 





THE 


More than ever before, discrimination is necessary 
in the choice of reading. Each new season is bring- 
ing its bewildering array of neW titles, and to choose 
from them—which every one must who seeks to 
avoid mental stagnation—becomes more and more 
difficult. 


Here on Beacon Hill we select with much thought 
and consideration the books that we recommend to 
you. It was in 1837 that this firm began business 
under its present name, although its origin goes back 
to 1784, and we of today are constantly reminded of 
the fine nineteenth-century traditions upon which the 
business was developed. Parkman, Bartlett, Mahan 
and Sienkiewicz are but a few of the famous names 
upon its roll, while the twentieth century has added 
the books of Mary E. Waller, Jeffery Farnol, E. 
Phillips Oppenheim and A. S. M. Hutchinson, and 
the later works of Mary Johnston and Stephen 
McKenna. 


Our Spring list afforded a foretaste of the good 
things to come later in the year: Cosmo Hamilton’s 
delightfully frank acccunt of his varied career {)— 
an entertaining autobiography, if there ever was one; 
Constantin Stanislavsky’s story of life-long devotion 
to the art of the theatre, 2) a book which should 
have its readers as long as the drama has its devotees; 
the first one-volume edition of the poems of one of 
America’s most original geniuses, ‘*) Emily Dickin- 
son, whom W. P. Dawson, the English critic, chose, 
with Edgar Allan Poe, to represent American poetry 
in his anthology; the life of Olive Schreiner, “ one 
of the first and most enthusiastic workers for the 


greater freedom of women, written by her husband. 


Our list of new books for the Summer and Autumn 
contains books for every mood and taste—books enter- 
taining, or useful, or stimulating. On August 15th 
we shall have a book about the animals in the circus 
menagerie ‘5) by Courtney Ryley Cooper, who has 
held almost every circus job, and whose “Under the 
Big Top,” published last year, stands, thus far, as 
the best book which has heen written about this fas- 
cinating topic. We shall also publish on August 15th 
a new series of books for boys and girls, ‘* which 
consists of some of the best of our books for children 
(together with one new book)—long-established 
favorites which have been repeatedly endorsed by 
librarians, now reprinted in new type of good size, 
illustrated in color by famous artists, handsomely 
bound and reasonably priced. 


Greetings From Beacon Hill to 
he Saturday Review of Literature 


HE house of LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY, publishers 

of literature since 1837, extend the heartiest greetings to Dr. . 
Henry Seidel Canby and his associates and to this new family of 
discriminating readers, gathered about the Lares and Penates of 
SATURDAY REVIEW OF LITERATURE. 


A glance farther ahead shows that we shall pub- 
lish on September 6th a book by America’s newest 
popular humorist ‘,—a book which any one who 
has played bridge or mah-jongg will relish, Mr. Hell- 
man is one of the new generation of American 
humorists that has arisen since the passing of Mark 
Twain; it is quite fitting that he should have a 
place in the one-volume anthology of American 


humor ‘®) that we shall publish in October. 


Of our September 26th publications, Clyde Fitch’s 
life and letters “ will interest you; so will Sir Arthur 
Conan Doyle’s autobiography, ° in which the crea- 
tor of Sherlock Holmes tells of his many-sided life 
and his recollections of notable people; while you will 
find that William Almon Wolff has taken George 
Kelly’s successful comedy, “The Show-Off,” and has 
written, not an ordinary novelization of a popular 
play, but a serious, realistic story of American life. 
On October roth we shall publish: Sir Charles Haw- 
trey’s autobiography, ?) in which that irrepressible 
child of fortune drops the character of prevaricator, 
which had fallen to him to enact so often on the stage, 
to tell The Truth at Last; an estimation of contempo- 
rary drama in Russia “*) by Professor Leo Wiener, 
of Harvard, in which he does violence to many ideas 
concerning the relative values of Russian drama 
which have become current in the past few years; 
and the first representative collection of the plays of 


Henry Arthur Jones, “*) that sturdy pioneer in the 
renascence of the English drama, edited by Clayton 
Hamilton. 


Finally, in November, we shall publish a new 
novel from the pen of Mary Johnston, ®) a story of 
the slave traffic in Colonial days, in which there is 
ample scope for Miss Johnston’s acknowledged mas- 
tery of color and movement in words; and a two- 
volume biography of one of the most beloved authors 
in the English language.“ This is, at last, the 
inevitable critical study of one to whose life and char- 
acter an almost idolatrous reverence has been paid. 
Without detracting one tithe from the justly-high 
regard in which Stevenson’s literary achievements are 
to be held, Mr. Steuart lifts the veil which has ob- 
scured his life and character, revealing the true his- 
torical perspective of the real person of this great man 
in English literature. 


We believe that the readers of The Saturday 
Review of Literature will find the new list of 
LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY’S publica- 
tions indispensable in keeping abreast of the world 
of literature. 


Send for Our Advance Announcement of ‘‘New Books from Beacon Hill” 


LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY 








The Beacon Hill Book- 
shelf (Continued) 


Bow,” By Allen French; 
“The Boy Whaleman,” 
By George F. Tucker; 
“What Katy Did,” By 
Susan Coolidge; “A 
Daughter of the 
Rich,” By Mary E. 
Waller. Each volume 
$2.00. 


(7) “Low Bridge 
and Punk Pungs,” By 
Sam Hellman, $1.25. 


(8) “Sixty Years of 
American Humor,” By 
Joseph Lewis French, 
$2.50. 


(9) “Clyde Fitch and 
His Letters,” By Mont- 
rose J. Moses and Vir- 
ginia Gerson, $4.00. 


(10) “Memories and 
Adventures,” By Sir Ar- 
thur Conan Doyle, 
$4.50. 


(11) “The Show- 
Of,” (4 Novel), By 
William Almon Wolf, 
$2.00. 


(12) “The Truth at 
Last,” . By Sir Charles 
Hawtrey, $5.00. 


(13) “The Contem- 
porary Drama of Rus- 
sia,” By Leo Wiener, 
$2.50. 


(14) “Representative 
Plays,” By Henry Ar- 
thur Jones, 4 volumes, 
$10.00. 

Each volume, $2.50. 


(15) “The Slave 
Ship.” By Mary John- 
ston, $2.00. 


(16) “Robert Louis 
Stevenson: A Critical 
Biography,” By John 
A. Stewart, 2 volumes, 


$8.00. 


34 Beacon Street 
Boston :: Mass. 
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PANDORA LIFTS THE LID 
Christopher Morley and Don Marquis 


“A joyous fabric of nonsense and fantasy over- 
flowing with wit and wisdom and humor and 

try and extravagant absurdity. The action 
is an enemy of sleep until the last naar + 


York Times. 
JENNIFER LORN Elinor Wylie 


“I have indeed never read a book which gave 
me greater pleasure! Jennifer is a masterpiece 











of tender, delicate, decorative humor. ‘aril Van 
Vechten. Special Format. $2.50 
THE PIPERS OF THE 
MARKET PLACE 

Richard Dehan 





“‘The Dop Doctor’ and ‘The Just Stewart’ 
were no more colorful than these Covent Gar- 
den scenes, the Market Place of the story, and 
the central character, Malvina, is as impressive 
and appealing as any she has ever drawn 0 


HETTY GEYBERT 


Georg Hermann 


“An old World story of delicacy and grace, the 
love story of a poet and a sensitive, imagina- 
tive girl of great personal charm... in 
the Germany of a century ago when Berlin was 
but a small city of gardens and casual we 





—New York limes. 


GOLF WITHOUT TEARS 
P. G. Wodehouse 


“They are gayly written extravaganzas of life 
as it is lived and love as it is loved by that in- 
human or superhuman biped whose life is 
bounded by the first green and the nineteenth 
hole.”"—Chicago Post. $2.50 


BROKEN BRIDGES 
Madeline Linford 


“A quietly moving story of the emotional de- 
velopment of a shy and sensitive girl. It is the 
varying aspects of her nature, the gradual and 
delicately conveyed growth of her spirit that 
charms and disarms the critic.”"—New York 

imes. $2.00 


THE SAINT OF THE 
SPEEDWAY 











Ridgwell Cullum 
“A story where peace descends only in the last 
line of the very last chapter, and where the 
interim is a medley of widely various thrills. 

—Boston Transcript. ‘The Saint is a very beau- 
tiful girl who plays expert poker in the gam- 
bling den—the Speedway. $2.00 
ADDITIONS TO THE MURRAY HILL 

LIBRARY 
YOUNG FELIX Frank Swinnerton 


RICEYMAN STEPS 








Arnold Bennett 
THE BOOK OF DANIEL DREW 
Bouck White 
SPEAKING OF OPERATIONS 
AND OTHER HUMOR 
Irvin S. Cobb 
Full Leather. Each, $2.50 











DORAN 
3°6.6) 0) 
THE TRUE SfORY OF 


WOODROW WILSON 


David Lawrence 


“David Lawrence has written of Woodrow Wil- 
son brilliantly and impartially. I doubt whether 
anyone will ever write of him with more ac- 
curacy.”—Coionel E. M. House. $2.50 


THE COMMONSENSE 


OF HEALTH 
Stanley M. Rinehart, M. D. 


“If sometime you shall come to want to know 
the real matter of your body and its ailments, 
and ‘the reason why,’ you couldn’t do better 
than to read Dr. Rinehart’s book.” $2.50 


THE MIDDLE TWENTIES 
John Farrar 


“The poems are rhythmical and free verse and 
in the form of lyrics, narratives, poems, pen 
portraits, but whatever the form they are 
poems of life, poems of self as a part of nies 


THE BUSINESS LETTER 


WRITER’S MANUAL 
Charles Edgar Buck 


“Tf this book does not result in raising the 

dard of the correspond of those into 
whose hands it may fall, there is very little 
hope that anything could do so.”—The Nation's 
Business. $3.00 


THE CONSTITUTION OF THE 
UNITED STATES 


Yesterday, To-day—To-morrow? 
i James M. Beck 
A new and th ghly revised di ion of the 
origin, growth and interpretation of the Con- 
stitution which is never dull in material or 
style. $3.00 


STUDIES AND SKETCHES 


Herbert Henry Asquith 
In a very happy style the author of “The Gen- 
esis of the War” discusses: Aspects of the 
Victorian Age, The Last Crusade, Some Popular 
Frenzies in the Eighteenth Century, etc. $3.50 
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Foreign Literature 


Baroja’s Latest 


DIVAGACIONES APASIONADAS. By 
Pio Baroya. Madrid: Caro Raggio. 
(New York: Brentanos). 1924. 


Reviewed by Harriet V. WISHNIEFF 


HE FOREIGN reader, and especially 

the one whose zsthetic preparation is 
English, needs to cultivate a taste for Baroja 
as for alligator pears. With Azorin and 
Valle-Inclan he stands at the head of the 

lists of his g ion in Spain, and 
many consider him the greatest. Yet the 
general impression of his two most recently 
translated books, “The Quest” and “Weeds,” 
was one of indifference or dislike. (To be 
sure, the translation added not a little to 
their exotic air.) 

The subject matter alone was not respon- 
sible for the dismayed- feeling the books 
left, even among the meagre number of 
their readers in English. We have our own 
submerged tenth, and on their vicious side 
all large cities must be distressingly uni- 
form. More than the facts it was the 
attitude of the author toward them. With 
the impassivity of a camera lens he re- 
corded what he saw, suffering, vice, squalor, 
abjection, without reticence or sentimentaliz- 
ing, yet with a wealth of odd humor. The 
plot, moreover, was rather dishevelled, its 
various threads not so much crossing as 
intertangling, which gave it a certain re- 
semblance to our familiar movie serials. 
Queer, extravagant characters were intro- 
duced, as from a conjuror’s hat, only to 
disappear again as inexplicably. While 
they lasted many of them were highly 
diverting, but within the concept of an 
ordered novel they had no réle. 

Returning to the alligator pears, how- 
ever, once the taste has been acquired, 
nothing in modern Spanish literature can 
quite compare with Baroja. One enjoys 
him in any style, because his flavor is inde- 
pendent of the fashion in which he is 
served. Whether as novelist, essayist or 
dramatist, he is always the same amiably 
cynical, absurd, indifferent spectator of this 
stream of life that goes rushing, muddling 
by. His novels are often essays, and his 
essays with slight touches could be easily 
transformed into novels—several of them 
are just that. 

A frankness which borders on the cyn- 
ical, and which runs the gamut from a 
lyricism the romanticists would have ap- 
proved, to an outspokenness the naturalists 
would have envied, is the secret of Baroja’s 
charm. He reminds one not infrequently of 
the child who comes in when there is 
company and tells all the family secrets. 
But he is quite as candid about his own 
difficulties and deficiencies, his failures and 
disappointments as about those of society in 
general and Spain in particular. Can one 
ask a man to be respectful of the conven- 
tions and pleasant lies with which civiliza- 
tion surrounds itself, if he asks no such 
quarter for himself? 

In ali his writings he professes a dis- 
dain for all established values, strips history 
and culture of their accepted categories, and 
from the point of view of the first man 
passes judgment anew on creation and 
creator. He continually refers to himself 
as a savage, and this attitude gives to 
everything he says a peculiar freshness, 
mingled with a certain air of weary indif- 
ference. For the savage preserves his 
imperturbability in the face of phenomena 
which should seem to him miracles, Baroja 
is sometimes exasperating in his judgments, 
ridiculous in his conclusions, but never 
stodgy, never dull. More often than not, 
his happy lack of blinders permits him to 
see with noon-day clearness century-old 
prejudices and errors which are accepted 
unthinkingly or as inevitable. 

But his iconoclasm—except perhaps for 
his hostility toward the Catholic Church— 
is incidental and never an objective. No 
propagandist is Baroja. He sits idly on 
the bank, pointing out with his little stick 
this and the other incongruity or injustice 
in the passing stream, but without excite- 
ment, never changing his posture, except 
now and again to relieve his rheumatic 
joints. 

This latest volume of his is made up of 
three lectures. The first, on himself and 
his work, was given recently at the Sor- 
bonne; the second, setting forth his ideas 
on culture and civilization, was delivered 
four years ago in Bilbao, and the third, on 
Catalonia, fifteen years ago in Barcelona. 
The second, “Divagaciones sobre la Cul- 
tura,” is the longest and most ambitious 
of the three. It is an orderly—for Baroja— 
study of the influences which have shaped 
European culture, their future implications, 





and finally the aspects of the problem with 
reference to Spain. Though by far the 
most scientific, for those who read Baroja 
not for what he says but for the way he 
says it, this essay may be a little dull. The 
author is sometimes lost from sight under 
the mass of authorities and quotations he 
adduces to sustain his contentions. He is 
at his best when he confronts Spain’s par- 
ticular problems. 





F oreign Notes 


HERE has recently been issued in 

Milan (Mondadori) a volume by 
Alfredo Panzini, in which that delightful 
writer and keen observer recounts in in- 
formal fashion experiences at the front and 
behind the lines during the years 1915-1918. 
His “Diario Sentimentale dal Maggio 1915 
al Novembre 1918” presents his observa- 
tions as he noted them down at the time, 
and reflects the events and moods of the 
period through the medium of an ardent 
spirit. The war, and its effects upon his 
country, left Signor Panzini in frank con- 
sternation and perplexity; the sacrifices of 
the battlefield, the spirit in which the nation 
accepted them and lived its life at home, 
the character of journalistic comment all 
united to confound him. But his diary, if 
it shows a soul at sea, shows as well the 
workings of a fine mind and an excellent 
literary talent. 

as es 


To the already extensive literature on 
Handel has recently been added a new work 
which must henceforth rank among the 
most valuable upon the great composer. 
Hugo Leichtentritt’s “Handel” (Stuttgart: 
Deutsche Verlags-Anstalt) is a notable study, 
one third of which is devoted to biographi- 
cal material and the remainder to analyses 
of Hiandel’s work. The author’s compre- 
hensive knowledge of the music and life 
of the eighteenth century and his under- 
standing of the problems that confront the 
musicians of the present lend to his bulky 
volume genuine significance. 








crossways. . . + 


($1.50) 


Illustrated. ($3.50) 


the season.” ($2.00) 


THE PLASTIC AGE 
By PERCY MARKS 
panes the most widely discussed novel of the year. 
Has been a best seller for months. A story of American 
student life, which the author treats realistically, and not 
sentimentally. Eighth printing. ($2.00) 


MAHATMA GANDHI 
By ROMAIN ROLLAND 
HE Nation says: “This book is a milestone at historic 
It can be read through in two 
hours. It contains material which can hardly be assimi- 
lated within the space of a lifetime. For it is packed with 
the germ-ideas of a new age and a new order of humanity.” 


THE LAKE SUPERIOR COUNTRY 
By T. M. LONGSTRETH 
Author of “The Adirondacks,” etc. 
7 New York Evening Post says: “Mr. Longstreth’s 
gift is a combination of knowledge and charm. He 
gives necessary facts about topography and scenery, but 
infuses into them the breath of physical and spiritual life.” 


CHATS ON SCIENCE 
By E. E. SLOSSON 
Author of “Creative Chemistry,” etc. 
|S pared and brilliant chapters on all manner of scientific 
subjects, for the general reader. The Boston Transcript 
says: “ “The Chats’ are more marvelous than the most mar- 
velous fairy tales.” The Providence Journal: “The most 
illuminating and generally valuable volume of its sort of 


The ninth volume of Alfred Stern’s 
monumental “Geschichte Europas von 1848 
bis 1871” has recently been issued from 
the press of the Gotta’sche Buchhandlung 
Nachfolger (Berlin). The work, which 
covers the years between 1860 and 1866 is 
characterized by the same impartiality as 
marked its predecessors in the series. It 
is concerned chiefly with the internal condi- 
tions of France, the final period of Cavour’s 
work, and the Polish insurrection, and 
closes with the beginning of the Bismarck 
régime and the wars of 1864 and 1866. In 
addition to published documents Dr. Stern 
has drawn for his material upon Berlin 
and other German archives and upon pri- 
vate collections. 


oe Pal 


In his latest volume, “Cloches pour Deux 
Mariages” (Paris: Mercure de France), 
Francis Jammes has united two simple tales, 
almost “moral tales” in their intent, which 
have a decided, if rather naive, dignity and 
occasional descriptive passages of genuinely 
distinguished writing. The first of the 
stories, “Le Mariage Basque,” introduces as 
background the life of the Basque peasants 
among whom M. Jammes lives, and its por- 
trayal of this austere, industrious, and re- 
ligious people is well done. The second 
and slighter story, “Le Mariage de Raison,” 
is apparently also drawn from life. It is 
the chronicle of the life of a petit fonc- 
tionnaire’s family, and of the romance of 
his daughter, a romance which ends in 
disillusionment and a marriage of con- 
venience. 


ed Sd 


A French publisher, Eugéne Figuiére, and 
M. F. de Joannis have embarked upon a 
unique philanthropy. They have formed 
an association entitled Les Vacances du 
Poéte and have requested that anyone who 
is so inclined send in contributions of money 
to be applied to the expenses of a holiday 
for a poet. Anyone subscribing five francs 
or over is entitled to designate the poet 
to whom he wishes the award to be made. 
The prize is to go to that writer who wins 
the largest number of votes. The leading 
contestants up to a recent date were Alex- 
andre Mercereau, B. de Nyse, and P.-N. 
Roinard. 
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A New Venture 


You will remember how the questing 
Mr. Gissing in W4ere the Blue Begins, used 
to stroll evenings to the lower end of 
the city to gaze upon the ships. They 
fascinated him, “they had crossed many 
horizons: fragments of that broken blue 
still shone on their cutting bows.” 


5 


The Saturday Review of Literature crosses 
a new horizon in bookdom. A weekly 
review devoted solely to the best in 
literature, and edited by Dr. Canby 
and his associates fulfills many of the 
dreams of book-lovers. This Review 
is pioneering of the finest kind and in 
this spirit of things, we shall make a 
venture of our own. 


Each week, in this Review, next to The 
Phoenix Nest, William Rose Benet’s 
column of news about books, we shall 
have a column telling about our own 
books. Our column won’t be alto- 
gether an advertisement, it will be half 
that and half news column. Nor will 
this space be crowded with many books. 
Our Fall List, the most interesting we 
have had in many years, has many 
titles. We can’t hope to list them all 
each week and do justice to them. 
Therefore we shall take one book a 
week and tell you about it in a new 
and interesting way. 

Sd 
Watch for our first column which will 
appear by Zte Phoenix Nest, next issue. 


The ship illustration in this advertisement was drawn by Gordon Grant for the Flotilla 

Edition of Henry Culver’s The Book of Old Ships which we are publishing in October. We 

shall be glad to send you a copy of our new Fall 1 ~ Catalogue describing this book and 
e 


our many others. Friends of ours in the book tra 
from the points of view of typography, desi 


finest publishers’ catalogues ever issued. 


ave been good enough to tell us that 


, illustration and interest, ours is one of the 
st card addressed to our Advertising De- 


partment will bring you a copy of this interesting guide to new books. 


Doubleday, 


GARDEN CITY, NEW YORK 





Page & (0. 


@ IN CANADA: 25 RICHMOND ST., W., TORONTO 











16 THE SATURDAY REVIEW OF LITERATURE, AUGUST 2, 1924 





















































Distinguished 
Books 


| WITHIN A 
BUDDING GROVE 

| by Marcex Proust 

C. K. Scott-Moncrieff’s masterly trans- 
lation of A Ombre des Jeunes Filles 
| en Fleurs, the second part of the 
famous Remembrance of Things Past, 


of which Swann’s Way wae the first. Two 
| wols., boxed $5.00 


| THE JANITOR’S BOY 
by NaTHALIA CRANE 

An eleven-year-old Brooklyn  girl’s 
} poetry that has fascinated the whole 
country and entered the best-seller 
} ranks. “A literary phenomenon of the 
first order. Poems with the ‘spinal thrill’ 
in them."—WN. Y. Post. $1. ra 


Autographed, numbered edition on fine 
per, especially bound, limited to 500 sis 50 


EAST AND WEST 
The Confessions of a Princess 
fi encemnesll 

The autobiography in fiction form of an 
English girl who married an Oriental 
potentate—a striking account of strange 


experiences, that once begun cannot be 
i} laid aside before the end. $2.00 


A PERFECT DAY 

by Bonun LyncuH 

This perfect story of a perfect day 
holds its place as the perfect book for 
a summer day, no matter how imper- 
fect. Its hedonistic gaiety is invariably 
contagious. $2.00 


ALFRED E. SMITH 


An American Career 

by Henry Moskowrrz 

The life-story of New York’s governor, 
richly documented; the romantic boyhood 
and the political career of America’s 
most personally popular man of politics, 
written from a non-partisan stand- 
point. Illustrated. $3.50 


J. RAMSAY 
MACDONALD 
by Iconocast 


A brilliant biography of Britain’s first 
labor Premier, written by a well-known 
novelist closely associated with the 
Premier. “Distinction radiates from al- 
most every paragraph.".—N. Y. Times. 

$2.50 


MARGARET ETHEL 
MACDONALD 


by J. Ramsay MacDonatp 

The British Premier’s biography of his 
wife—a literary achievement which the 
Chicago Post calls “a beautiful, an 
exquisite, an undying tribute.” $2.50 


ENGLAND’S 
LABOUR RULERS 
by Iconocast 


Short character studies and biographical 
sketches of twenty-eight members of the 
Labor government, with a portrait 
sketch of each. $1.50 


JAMES ELROY 
FLECKER 


by Doucias GoLpRING 


The first full account of the meteoric 
career of the author of Hassan, the bril- 
liant author and playwright who died at 
the beginning of his fame. Contains 
many unpublished letters. $2.00 


THE ADVENTURES 
OF MAYA THE BEE 


by WaLpEMaR BonsELs 

Hugh Walpoke—“A classic of modern 
literature for children.” Illustrated in_ 
full colors by Homer Boss. 8vo. $3.00 
In handsome gift box with uniform illus- 
trated edition of HEAVEN FOLK. $5.50 


HEAVEN FOLK 


by WALDEMAR BonsELs 

“To turn the pages of this book is 
to enter a new heaven and a new | 
earth."—Kansas City Journal. 
| 12mo. $2.00 
| Ulustrated by Homer Boss, uniform with 
MAYA THE BEE, &vo. $3.00 


THOMAS SELTZER 
5 West ste Street, New York 


A London Letter 


By HamisH Mixes, 


NCE in seven years or so, even the 

most suspect clichés of book-review- 
ers actually turn out to be true. Yes, it 
does occasionally happen that Mr, X’s 
novel “once picked up can hardly be laid 
down,” that Mr. Y’s biographical study 
proves to be “as enthralling as any work of 
fiction,” that Miss Z “amply fulfills the 
rich promise of her first slim volume.” Such 
events deserve recording. And of the pres- 
ent summer’s publishing season, it may safely 
be asseverated that it has produced that rare 
creature, “a book which for many years 
has been eagerly looked forward to.” 

I mean (and am tempted to say “of 
course”) Mr. E. M. Forster’s new novel, 
“A Passage to India,” which has just been 
issued by Messrs. Arnold. For many years: 
because the last novel from Mr. Forster’s 
pen, “Howards End,” appeared so long ago 
as 1912. Eagerly looked forward to: be- 
cause—well, because Mr. Forster’s place 
among the contemporary English novelists 
is unique. He has neither striven for, nor 
received, the plaudits of the circulating- 
library subscriber, but his readers (without 
being in the least esoteric or precious about 
it) are a faithful, convinced, and coherent 
group, bound to each other, rather as de- 
vout Austenians are linked, by rare, in- 
tangible sympathies, a common recognition 
of certain fine and delicately marked stand- 
ards in life and literature. Whatever else 
he may be, Mr. Forster is surely the most 
dependable of our novelists. The tran- 
quil discrimination of his mind could per- 
mit the publication of nothing which was 
not fashioned with an ample and deliberate 
artistry and the graph of his achievement 
(if such a line may, like the Equator, be 
postulated for convenience’s sake) has been 
mounting steadily towards a masterpiece. 
And in “A Passage to India” that point 
has been touched. 

It would take more space than a news- 
letter like this can afford, to examine the 
action, and the profound implications, of 
this strangely moving story of present-day 
India; and as the book is due for American 
publication in the near future, there is 
scarcely need to do so in these columns. But 
it would be wrong not to record its appear- 
ance, and its justification of all the hopes 
raised by a twelve years’ silence. Mr. For- 
ster’s publishers here, it is worth noting, 
are on the point of issuing a uniform edi- 
tion of his three early novels, “A Room 
With a View,” “Where Angels Fear to 
Tread,” and “The Longest Journey,” long 
difficult to obtain; and it may well be that 
he is now to enjoy a far wider recognition 
of his peculiar genius than he has hitherto 
enjoyed. No one will deserve it more. 

For the rest, this midsummer has been as 
sparing of masterpieces as most. But the 
explorer has certainly not been without re- 
wards. Among novels, for instance, he will 
have done well to discover “The Spanish 
Farm,” by R. H. Mottram (Chatto & 
Windus), a first novel marked by a grave, 
almost architectural care in the form of 
its composition, and a sober restraint in dic- 
tion which accord admirably with its pecu- 
liar setting and symbolism. Mr. Mottram 
has dared to write a “war novel.” But the 
particular ground he has broken is one 
which, in this country, has been left almost 
untouched. The picture he has painted, in 
moving and singularly exact detail, is of 
the life of a civilian population in the war 
zone, during and immediately after hostili- 
ties. His terrain is French Flanders, a 
country which has certainly not been more 
sympathetically described in any modern 
English novel, and his topography must still 
be intimately familiar to many thousands 
on this side of the Channel and on the 
further side of the Atlantic. But from the 
main rank of “war novels” this book stands 
apart. Soldiers and soldiering form, not 
its theme, but only a hurrying, incalculable, 
phantasmagoric background, against which 
there continues, with outward changes and 
inward sameness, the immutable rhythm of 
a deep-rooted peasant life. The heroine, 
Madeleine Vanderlynden, is a closely ob- 
served type of Flemish boerin, but in Mr. 
Mottram’s hands she becomes much more. 
In her character (yet without underlining 
his moral) he sees a symbol of profound 
misapprehensions in the political drift of 
Europe during the past few years. When 
the war was over and the great armies scat- 
tered 

+ « she became a portent. Statesmen 
feared her or wondered at her, schemers and 
the new business men served her and them- 
selves through her, while philosophers shuddered. 
For she was the Spanish Farm, the implacable 
spirit of that borderiand so often fought over, 
never really conquered. She was that spirit 


that forgets nothing and forgives nothing, but 
maintains itself, amid all disasters, and neces- 
sarily. For she was perhaps the most concrete 
expression of humanity’s instinctive survival in 
spite of its own perversity and ignorance. There 
must she stand, slow-burning revenge incarnate, 
until a better, gentler time. 


With these words ends a really noteworthy 
piece of serious fiction. 

And then, among the known names, 
there were new works lately from Aldous 
Huxley and from David Garnett, both per- 
sonages whose appearances, like Mr. For- 
ster’s, are quite truly “eagerly looked for- 
ward to.” But in this letter it may be bet- 
ter to record another first book as one 
worthy of any conscientious explorer’s at- 
tention, and this time in verse: “The Flam- 
ing Terrapin,” by Roy Campbell (Jona- 
than Cape). Of Mr. Campbell I know 
nothing beyond the facts that he is a South 
African by birth, and that he has been 
painted with appropriate energy of expres- 
sion by Mr. Augustus John. But his long 
poem under this curious title is emphatically 
an achievement, storming along with a tor- 
rential energy (for the greater part in 
rhymed five-foot iambics) in a way to 
which the “slim volumes” of half a hun- 
dred “Georgians” had dishabituated our 
ears and senses. It is hard to think of any 
young poet hitherto introduced to ys who 
has let loose so overpowering a spate of 
c t poetic eloquence as his prentice 
piece: to match the sonorous and grand- 
scale composition of “The Flaming Ter- 
rapin,” one would have to go back to the 
first flaming promise of the late Stephen 
Phillips. . but absit omen! 

Nor should one overlook a smaller but 
most excellent delight which has graced 
midsummer. The predestined cliché for it, 
one might hazard, would be “long overdue.” 
For at last we are provided with an ample 
documentation, theoretic, practical, and or- 
namental, of one of the greatest institutions 
of English life—the Week-end. Strange 
that this great social usage, insidious solace 
of the Anglo-Saxon races, despair and mys- 
tery to the Latin, should so long have re- 
mained un-anthologised! But now the None- 
such Press has provided “The Week-end 





Book,” one of the oddest and most enter- 
taining volumes one could lay one’s hands 
on. “A sociable anthology” is its descrip. 
tive sub-title; and for a curious student, a 
century or two hence, of the social habits 
of England to-day, how delectable a find it 
may be! 

There is first of all a literary section: 
“Great Poems,” selected to supplement the 
orthodox anthologies; “Hate Poems,” a 
miniature encycloprdia of poetic invective; 
“State Poems,” a most diverting processional 
with some peculiarly choice samples of 
Laureated ode-manufacture; and then a va- 
riety of songs, rounds, ballads, chanties, and 
the like, complete with tunes. And follow 
various most veadable chapters of advice and 
odd information concerning games, food, 
drink, first aid, and so forth, set down in a 
mood of nice conceit, and much of it nearly 
as pleasant in the reading as venturing on 
the hardships and risks of real active week- 
ending. It was a skilled hand with the pen, 
for example, which wrote this paragraph on 
Syncope: 

When Syncope (fainting) is imminent, let 
the sufferer clasp his head between his knees 
and the crisis may pass. Should unconsciousness 
supervene, keep the head low, loosen the cloth- 
ing and hold to the nose smelling salts or burnt 
feathers. It is pleasant and fitting that the 
patient celebrate the first moment when he is 
able to stand upright by partaking of a fluid 
ounce of brandy or whisky. Sal Volatile should 
not be withheld on grounds of principle. 


And we should be lastingly grateful for the 
text of such rich Cockney ballads as— 


The old baby farmer ’as been executed, 
It’s quite time she was put out of the 


ease . . . 
She was a bad woman, it is not disputed, 
Not a word in her favour can anyone say. 


Or— 


Pm a man that’s done wrong to my parents, 
And daily I wanders about 
To earn a small mite, for my lodging at 
night, 
Gawd ’elp me, for now I’m cast out! 


Are not these haphazard extracts enough 
to show that the “Week-end Book,” though 
it may contain much that is inapplicable 
to American habits and climates, is at least 
a volume for those who love oddities? And 
excellent browsing for the dog-days. 
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The smart novel all 
society is reading! 


Fourth Printing 


Critics Acclaim 


Burton Rascoe ~NEW YORK 
HERALD-TRIBUNE — “Aston- 
ishingly mature, spirited and 
yet not callow, clever and yet 
calmly wise. . . . The story } 
of another ‘Lost Lady’ against | 
a cleverly depicted background ‘ 
of Boston society.” 

John Clair Minot -THE BOS- | 
TON HERALD—“The author 
puts his story in diary form 
and manages to make that not- 





always-satisfactory style of narration very natural and ff. 


DECEIT 


Barklie McKee Henry 
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are few (in which Mr. Henry scores another success unusual among young aie 


Boston of to-day. 


and each of them stands out vividly and vitally. The pages abound in clever 
touches, and there are numberless local allusions.” 

Helen Leah Reed—THE SPRINGFIELD REPUBLICAN—“It is Boston, sophisticated 
. « It is hard to believe that this is Mr. Henry’s first book, 
80 excellent is the style and so readable. The story holds the attention from its 





inning to the 


end. It is a worldly-wise story, yet one { 





that does not leave the reader disg 





d with its ch ters. It is a high-minded 
novel, reflecting, one hopes, the author’s own character. It will hold the attention 
of the large reading public outside Boston, and its admirable English and narrative 
method will make it particularly attractive to those who appreciate style.” 
Charlee S. Zock—THE NEW LONDON DAY—“A really clever and well-written 
Henry has a fine swift style. He is easy to read. He conveys senti- 
seats he being himself sentimental . 
It reveals modern society at its best—also ‘at its worst.” 


—_ Frances Winn —ST. LOUIS GLOBE-DEMOCRAT—“All the characterizations 
good and the atmosphere of Boston perfect.” 


$2.00 at all bookstores. 


. good stuff all the way through. 
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Some of } Our Titles in Steady 
Demand: 


THE AMERICAN 

COLONIES IN THE 

EIGHTEENTH CENTURY 

By Herbert Levi Osgood. In 
four volumes. $5.50 per vol- 
ume; $20.00 per set. 

The umous work of the lead- 
ing scholar in this field. The books 
are based for the most part upon 
manuscript hitherto virtually unused 
and show clearly the slow growth of 
the American political spirit which 
found its expression in the Revolution. 
Send for a descriptive folder. 


HERBERT LEVI OSGOOD, 

An AMERICAN SCHOLAR 

By Dixon Ryan Fox. $1.50 
The life story of the eminent his- 

torian. The book furnishes an admir- 

able introduction to Professor Os- 

good’s work on the American colonies. 


THE LITERATURE OF 

THE OLD TESTAMENT 
IN ITS HISTORICAL DE- 
VELOPMENT, By Julius A. 

Bewer. $3.00. 

The results of modern research 
and “higher criticism” of the books 
of the Old Testament are herein 
chronologically arranged and inter- 
preted in story form by a Biblical 
scholar. Send for a folder of re- 
viewers opinions. 

LAW AND ITS 
ADMINISTRATION, By 
Attorney General Harlan F. 

Stone. $2.50. 

“One of the few books of its kind 
that seek to give a general knowledge 
of the law and its origin. It fills a 
real need by promoting better under- 
standing of our legal system.”— 
Springfield Republican, 
CARLYLE AND MILL, By 

Emery E. Neff. $2.60. 

“That Carlyle and Mill were ‘twin 
halves of a dissevered world,’ whose 
inability to join in sympathy and 
function as one was not only their 
personal loss, but a capital misfor- 
tune to their age, is the thesis which 
the author of this exhaustive and 
well-ordered volume sets forth and 
sustains with close-knit logic and not- 
able erudition."—New York Herald- 
Tribune. 

COPY 1924 $1.75 

The book of the Writers’ Club of 
Columbia University, consisting of 
short stories, essays, poems, and one- 
act plays written in the classes of 
special writing and published in peri- 
odicals of national circulation or, in 
the case of the plays, given profes- 
sional presentation. A book which 
is receiving many favorable reviews. 


At All Bookshops 


In Preparation 

Me Among Others: 
AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 
JOHN STUART MILL 


From, the original manuscript. 


If you are not on our mail- 
ing list we shall be glad to add 
your mame and send yov our 
monthly Book List. Complete 
list*-of< our publications upon 
request. 
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The New Books 


The books listed by title only in the classified list below are noted here as 
received. Many of them will be reviewed later. 


Art 


ARTHUR B. DAVIES. Essays on the Man 
and His Art. The Phillips Publications. 
Number Three. 1924. 


Mr. Duncan Phillips has been rendering 
a real service to American Art in pub- 
lishing from time to time these mono- 
graphs upon the work of some distinguished 
American painter with beautiful reproduc- 
tions of the work of the artist. The 
Davies volume is expensively presented in 
perfect taste. It is the first comprehensive 
study of the art of Arthur B. Davies, and, 
in a labor of love, Mr. Phillips himself, Mr. 
Dwight Williams, Mr. Royal Cortissoz, Mr. 
Frank Jewett Mather, Jr.. Mr. Edward 
W. Root, and Mr. Gustavus A. Eisen, have 
collaborated in a symposium upon the merits 
of this painter. Though Davies’ career, 
says Mr. Phillips, “has been a series of 
journeys into one artistic camp after an- 
ee «is os at the present 
time selects Greco as the most significant 
teacher of the most important principle of 
pictorial art, namely, ‘rhythmical codrdina- 
tion of line, form, color, light, all the ele- 
ments involved in the making of an emo- 
tional design.’” Cortissoz finds that Davies 
has “beaten out his own style” and possesses 
an extraordinary sense of beauty and a 
clairvoyant sympathy for human life. Each 
writer contributes a new point of view in 
the consideration of this artist and the book 
possesses authority as a commentary upon 
his life and work. 


Belles Lettres 


GREEK HISTORICAL THOUGHT: 
From HoMER TO THE AGE oF HERAC- 
Lius. Edited by ARNOLD J. ToynBEE. 
Dutton. 1924. $2. 

This is an even more valuable . book 
than its companion volume of Greek liter- 
ary criticism, also just published. Mr. 
Toynbee’s introduction deals with the 
essential characteristics of Greek historical 
writing, especially with its evidential quality, 
as being written by men who themselves 
were in almost every instance active partici- 
pants in public affairs. He has also some 
illuminating remarks upon the proprieties 
of translation. The book itself is an at- 
tempt to present by pertinent quotation from 
significant authors, chosen from a literature 
that stretches for a thousand years, the “pro- 
foundly moving repetition of human ex- 
perience on the Heroic scale.” To this end 
Mr. Toynbee has assembled not merely the 
expected passages from the standard his- 
torians, but also contributions from poets, 
scientists, philosophers who dealt with 
fundamental Hellenic ideals. The excerpts 
are grouped under such headings as “The 
Philosophy of History,” “Pride, Doom, and 
the Envy of the Ges,” “Evolution,” “Law 
and Causation,” “Argument and Observa- 
tion,” “The Art of History”—a list which 
indicates the scope of the book. 


GENTLEMAN INTO _ GOOSE. By 
CHRISTOPHER Warp.. Holt. 1924. 
$1.50. 


Mr. Ward’s parodies of contemporary 
American fiction have won him an enviable 
reputation. Louis Untermeyer as a paro- 
dist of modern poetry and Ward as a paro- 
dist of modern prose offer a keen com- 
mentary on modern writing particularly 
valuable at the present time. In “Gentle- 
man into Goose,” Mr. Ward furnishes us 
with a parallel rather than a parody. He 
has written Mr. David Garnett’s “Lady into 
Fox” the other way round. This time 
it is the male who suffers the transforma- 
tion, offering material for lively satire. 
“Worthy to be had in all Families for a 
Warning to Wives and by all Batchelors 
intending Marriage.” The “wooden en- 
gravings” by C. W. and C. W., Jr., that 
illustrate the book, are take-offs of a most 
amusing sort, and Mr. Ward has adopted 
Mr. Garnett’s adopted style with a large 
measure of success. The cover of the 
American edition of “Gentleman into 
Goose”—strangely enough it first appeared 
in book-form in England—does not please 
us quite as much as that of the English 
edition but the general appearance of the 
volume is charming. This is a sprightly 
trifle——or truffle—which should appeal to 
all genuine admirers of Mr. Garnett’s 
original narrative. 

WILLIAM BLAKE. By S. Foster Damon. 

Houghton Mifflin. $10. 

THE GARDEN OF FOLLY. By Sreran 

Leacoce. Dodd, Mead. $2. 

THE SO-CALLED HUMAN RACE. By Bear 

Lusrom Tartorn. Knopf. $1.25. 


GREEK LITERARY CRITICISM. By J. 
D. DENNISTON. Dutton. 1924. $2. 
This is a collection of significant ex- 

tracts from dramatists, philosophers, poets, 
and rhetoricians from the sth century B, C. 
on to Lucian in the 3rd century A. D. 
The book is another contribution to the 
growing series of classics in English de- 
signed to satisfy the curiosity of a modern 
world which wishes to know what the 
Greeks and Romans actually said without 
learning their languages. Mr. Denniston’s 
selections illustrate both the depth and nar- 
rowness of Greek literary criticism, and his 
lucid preface sums up its history and its 
characteristics. The Greeks were little in- 
terested in criticism as such. It was the 
question of how useful poetry was to the 
state, how a prose style could be formed, 
how an orator could be made, how to 
attain sublimity, how adequately to imitate 
a classic that seemed to them worth dis- 
cussing. Hence they wrote either very 
dull analyses, when the critic’s mind was 
dull, or, as with Aristotle, brilliantly drew 
forth general principles widely applicable. 
The most modern passage in Mr. Dennis- 
ton’s book is the famous debate between 
Euripides and A®schylus in Aristophanes’s 
“Frogs,” which is the earliest in point of 
date. As one reads on, the concern with 
form rather than spirit becomes more and 
more evident, until we descend into the 
depths of ornamental rhetoric from which 
the modern languages are but just recover- 
ing. 

The Greeks, says Mr. Denniston, were 
more interested in prose than in poetry; but 
this may be a fallacy due to the nature 
of what has survived. They were intensely 
conservative, always praising that which 
had just become antique. They were more 
concerned with technique than with spirit. 
Their theories failed often to square with 
the best practice of their own writers. 
Both for its strength and its weakness many 
a modern critic who talks glibly about the 
Greeks would do well to read for himself 
the criticism—apparently representative in 
content—contained in this very useful and 
interesting book. 


Fiction 
AN ASTRONOMER AT LARGE. By 

A. G. THornToN. Putnam. 1924. $2. 

Here is a light novel of considerable 
merit. The pace is a canter, the manner of 
writing amusing, the flavor of the <ifferent 
episodes very pleasant. After discover- 
ing Neptune B, Edward Joslin decides to 
stop being an astronomer and take 2 flier 
in real life. He wins at the races and falls 
in love with a pretty lady. By a masterly 
campaign, assisted by the frailties of human 
nature, his sister finally wins him back to 
his old home with her and he loses his 
lady forever. 

This man’s last state is worse than his 
first. Mary has, at least, her straying hus- 
band again in America; but Joslin has 
nothing but his original hermit lif 


aow 
shadowed by his loss of Mary. And what- 
ever Joslin has learned from life hasn't 


proved of the slightest use to him. Frankly, 
the author jolted us with serious Jisap- 
pointment by his ending. It is certainly 
a most “proper” ending, and probably it is 
the ending most true to real life; but the 
book is fifty per cent flighty romance of 
a very engaging kind, and we regret being 
let down at the end. Moreover Mary, by 
her own statement, was “not a good 
woman,” yet there is no proof of this 
throughout the entire story. She could 
hardly help her husband deserting her. 1: 
this respect the author seems to us quit 
unfair to Mary. 

We carp to this extent, and also to t 
extent of xemarking that such a chapter « 
“Ninety Minutes of Life,” though vivid 
and amusing in itself, is quite extraneous. 

Chapter IX is the high point of humor in 
the story, to our mind, The older men ir 
the story are handled pungently, Mr. Jen- 
nings and Mr. Marriott. The scene, “Love 
on a Balcony” has a great deal of charm. 
And there is no purpose served in breaking 
such a butterfly of a book upon the wheel 
of too drastic criticism. The book’s title, 
we may remark, however, is too near to 
Storer Clouston’s. And the narrative, while 
both attractive and clever—at times extreme- 
ly so—is not quite first rate. 

PROUD FLESH. By Lawrence RISING. 

Boni & Liveright. 1924. $2. 

The author of “She Who Was Helena 
Cass” is not a stylist. Neither has he, in 
this story of old San Francisco, written what 
his publishers say “will eventually be called 
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Creative Experience 


By M. P. Fottett, Author of “The New 

State,” etc. Small 8vo. $3.00 net. 

The book seeks a constructive way of deal- 
ing with conflict, seeks the creative factor in 
the social process. 

“The book is indispensable to all who, re- 
alizing that the problems of society are prob- 
lems of power, are concerned to see power 
cooperatively generated and not coercively 
imposed.”—The Nation. 

‘Stimulating volume. The book is a valu- 
able pioneering work in the empirical meth- 
od."——N. Y. Herald-Tribune. 

“Shows a remarkable mastery of the whole 
subject, as well as the workings of an orig- 
inal _mind.”—Boston Evening Transcript. 

“Original, intelligent, constructive.”—New 
Republic. 


The Freedom of the Seas in 
History, Law and Politics 


By Pirman B. Porter, Ph.D., Associate 

Professor of Political Science, University 

of Wisconsin; Author of the “Introduc- 

tion to the Study of International Organ- 

ization.” Crown 8vo. $2.50 net. 

“Students of international history, law and 
politics will find in this thoughtful work 
much of genuine interest as well as enlighten- 
ment upon a subject of keen scrutiny at this 
time when the United States has been striv- 
ing to extend her jurisdiction in internal 
revenue matters outside the formerly recog- 
nized three mile limit from the coast.”— 
Boston Globe. 


The Wonder of Lourdes: 
What It Is and What It Means 


By Joun Oxenuam. With 16 illustra- 
tions. Feap. 8vo. 90 cents net. 


“For anyone who would study the worthwhile, 
this book is recommended.”—Pittsburgh Press. 


assertion and constant repetition of catch-cries opposed to 





The World Unbalanced | 


By Gustave LeBon. 

This work by the author of “The Crowd” 

of the various political, social and financial problems which have arisen since the Great 
War. psychological aspect of these problems is the all- 
por t one, and that the chief psychological factors are non-intellectual ones alien to i 
religious impulses, which can only be dealt with by appealing to similar impulses. Thus | 
he would deal with communist propaganda not b: 


8vo. $3.50 net. 


seeks to arrive at the psychological factors 


y appealing to reason, but by the counter- 
Satin ehihinleshen 





Personality and Social Adjust- 
ment 


By Ernest R. Groves, Professor of 
Sociology at Boston University; Author 
of “The Rural Mind and Social Welfare.” 
Crown 8vo. $1.40. 


This book is written for those who have to 
do with people, especially with children. 

“The wholesome emphasis on the conduct 
problems of normal members of society 
should secure for the book a wide circle of 
influence and give it a large measure of use- 
fulness, both for general’ readers and as a 
college text."—Journal of Educational Psy- | 
chology. 

“Practical and 
volume.” —Education. 


The Traveller in the Fur Cloak 


By Srantey J. Weyman. 
.00 net. 


“It is to be recommended as a swiftly mov- 
ing, capably told story of adventure.”—New 
York Times Book Review. 

“Wri in Weyman’s best 
Seattle Post-Intelligencer. 

“Very thrilling tale, of the kind that Wey- 
man loves to tell.”"—St. Lowis Globe-Demo- 
crat. 

“Mr. Weyman has lost none of his well- 
known magic.”—Rochester Chronicle. 


Birds in Legend, Fable and 
Folklore 


By Ernest Incersott. 8vo. $3.00 net. 

“The book is worth reading by old and 
young.” —Boston Transcript. A 

“Say, here is a book that goes in no one’s 
library save our own. . . . This is really a 

reat book. Interesting, well written and in- 
orming.—San Francisco Bulletin. 

“One of the most charming of recent books.” 
—Country Life. 


thought-provoking little 


Crown 8vo. 


style.” — 
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Edith Wharton’s 
four superb new books 


OLD | 
NEW YORK 


The four decades from 1840 to 

1870 each perfectly portrayed in a 

masterly romance of human lives 

and passions. 

Each $1.25. The set, boxed, $5.00 
These are Appleton Books 


André Maurois’ 


ARIEL 


The Life of Shelley 
Translated by Ella D’Arcy 
“The narrative thrills and throbs 
with all the magic that attaches to 
one of the most fascinating spirits 
that ever appeared in this mixed and 
troubled world."—The Atlantic 

Monthly. 
$2.50. This is an Appleton Book 














Concha Espina’s 


Vivid New Romance of Spain 


THE RED 
| BEACON 


The distinguished Spanish novelist 
handles the “triangle” in an entirely 
new manner in this story of a girl 
in Northern Spain. 


$2.00 This is an Appleton Book 





















A New Novel by 
SUSAN ERTZ 


Author of “Madame Claire” 


NINA 


The gifted authoress whose first novel 
has been a best seller for more than a 
ear presents in “Nina” an equally de- 
lightful romance of youth and its view- 
point before and after marriage. 
$2.00 This is an Appleton Book 
‘ 
























Camille Flammarion’s 


study of the supernatural 


HAUNTED 
HOUSES 


The famous French astronomer 

presents in this volume his conclu- 

sions based upon 5,600 cases of 

haunted houses. 

$2.50. This is an Appleton Book 
ee 





























Major W. A. Ganoe, U. S. A. 
has written the first history of 
the Army from 1775 to 1923. 


The History of the 
United States Army 


Here is the complete, fascinating 
account of the Army and its develop- 
ment through the life of the Nation. 
Illustrated. 

$5.00. This is an Appleton Boo 
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Vastly entertaining and of great 
historical importance. 


The Letters 
of Madame 


Translated by Gertrude S, Stevenson 
The famous correspondence of 
“Madame” from the court of her 
brother-in-law, Louis XIV. 

is an Appleton Book 


$5.00. Th’ 
a 2 A se EN 








Elinor Chipp’s 


exquisite novel of youth and love 


| MANY 
WATERS 


A New England romance distinguished 
for its superior charaterization, its deft 
eee a its finished style. 


D. APPLETON & COMPANY 
35 West 32nd Street, New York 








did literary material rather vividly but cer- 

tainly melodramatically. He is, perhaps, 

“steeped in California tradition” but he 

writes carelessly, and his strength is neither 

in syntax nor spelling. The trail of the 

Sheik is across his tale, despite the fact that 

the atmosphere of the story is occasionally 

arresting. 

THE HEPTAMERON. By Marcuerire, 
QUEEN OF Navarre. Translated by 
Arthur Machen. Knopf. 1924. ° $4. 
This new volume in The Borzoi Classics 

is notable because of the literary eminence 

of the translator of the sister of King Fran- 
cis’s immortal tales of the pilgrims to Se- 
nance. It seems hardly necessary to say that 

Mr. Machen has rendered the old French 

into accurate and ‘beautiful English. His 

work is based upon the most complete and 
authentic French edition and is the first com- 
plete English version ever made. 


DEEP MEADOWS. By Marcarer RIVERS 

LaRMINIE. Putnam, 1924. $2. 

Mrs. Larminie’s repute as a novelist is 
already considerable in England and this 
latest work from her pen should serve to 
bring her into greater prominence in this 
country than she has yet achieved. For 
“Deep Meadows” displays an ability of more 
than slight order; in shapeliness of plot, 
power of psychological portrayal and adroit 
craftsmanship it rises far above the ruck of 
fiction of the season. Mrs. Larminie has a 
nice understanding of the springs that lie 
below the surface of action, and the power 
to convey a mood without enlarging unduly 
upon it. She has, moreover, a coherent pur- 
pose in her interpretation, and so firm a grip 
upon her material, that her incident, even 
where it approaches the sensational, bears di- 
rectly upon her analysis of character. Her 
book could have stood some compression, 
but, if it is at times unduly long drawn out, 
it yet never sprawls, 

The study of a woman for whom love is 
all existence, “Deep Meadows” takes up 
the tale of its heroine’s life at the moment 
when she has determined to slough off the 
shackles of an unhappy union and snatch 
the love that seems to offer the romantic 
fulfilment which marriage has not vouch- 
safed her. Fate interferes to prevent Mary 
Rassell’s breach of the conventions and sends 
her back to a husband for whom she no 
longer feels anything but indifference, sends 
her back bereft of the affection on which 
she had been building a castle of dreams 
but even in the moment of her bereavement 
a woman for whom it is evident life must 
still hold love passages. 

It is on Mary Rassell that interest is con- 
centrated from the first page of the novel to 
the last, and it is in the slow but consistent 
evolution of a nature to which the act of 
loving is more essential than the object of 
love itself, that Mrs. Larminie demon- 
strates her understanding of human con- 
duct. Through her first ill-fated passion, 
her resigned and indifferent wifehood, her 
evanescent infatuation for a spineless young 
poseur, and her deeper love for the man 
who eventually works her husband’s ruin 
and the deliverance of her soul, to the placid 
affection which at the close of the book 
holds out promise of substantial happi 
at last, Mary Rassell moves with convincing 
reality. Her character is developed through 
a succession of delicate strokes, and with a 
freedom from sentimentality all the more 
notable in that the very essence of her being 
is emotion. 

In her portrayal of masculine nature 
Mrs. Larminie proves herself hardly less 
adept than in that of feminine. She has 
penetration, the ability to project herself 
into a mood, and a saving restraint that 
even at the most dramatic moments of her 
story—and it has almost sensationally 
dramatic moments—keeps her from exag- 
gerating an emotion or a reaction. Where 
she least succeeds in her portrayal is in 
the depiction of Mary Rassell’s daughters, 
vague figures used solely to develop their 
mother’s traits. And in the person of 
Caleb, true friend and devoted lover, 
she has produced hardly more than a stock 
figure. Yet on the whole her book is good, 
so good as to rouse eager expectations for 
her next. 





VIRGINIA’S WILD OATS. By F. E. 
Baity. Bobbs-Merrill. 1924. $2. 
This is a good tale of the hot-weather 

variety, light, entertaining, and, since it is 

virtually a succession of short stories carried 
on the thread of characters that appear in 
all of them, easy to put down and take up 
in the inconsequential days of a summer va- 
cation. Very mild were Virginia’s wild 
oats, but they yielded a plentiful crop of 
incident, and furnish considerable amuse- 
ment in the narration. Young, beautiful, and 








This Summer 


you will enjoy these two 
delightful novels: 


THE GREAT HOUSE . 
IN THE PARK 
By the Author of 


“The House on Charles Street’ 
and 
“The House on Smith Square” 


A mystery novel that does not insult 
the reader’s intelligence. Charm- 
ingly written, set against a superb 
background, the plot consistently de- 
veloped, the people real human be- 
ings, this engrossing story is a rare 
and unusual treat. $2.00. 


| ABISHOP OUT 
OF RESIDENCE 


By Victor L. WHITECHURCH 
Author of 
“The Canon in Residence,” etc. 


There is delicious humor in this 
story of a Bishop, who, ordered to 
rest from his Episcopal duties, takes 
charge under an assumed name, of 
a small country parish. The com- 
plications that ensue, the suspicions 
of an inquisitive rural Dean which 
land him in the local jail, and his 
share in the delightful love affair 
of an unregenerate nephew are 
welded into a particularly fresh and 
care-free novel. $2.00. 


—and this true thriller: 


SMUGGLERS AND 
SMUGGLING 


By A. Hyatr VERRILL 


The story of Piracy’s sister trade, 
from the earliest times to the pres- 
ent day rum-runners. Vivid tales 
of adventure and daring, of roman- 
tic and picturesque characters, sea 
chases and battles. “It is recom- 
mended heartily,” says the N. Y. 
Times, “to all who are looking for 
reading, off the usual track.” Large 
8vo. Fully illustrated. $4.00. 


—and for a pleasurable duty to 
your better understanding: 


AMERICAN 
PROBLEMS 


By WiuuaM E. Boran 


It is profoundly important for citi- 
zens the country over to understand 
what Borah thinks, and why— 
whether they agree with him or not. 
Right or wrong, he is a necessary 
tonic, and the surest way to under- 
stand him is through his own force- 
ful words. $2.00. 


THE LIFE OF 
CALVIN COOLIDGE 


By Horace GREEN 


For or against-——you have to vote. 
Here is an accurate, impartial biog- 
raphy, together with the Presi- 
dent’s important speeches, letters 
and documents—a book of distinc- 
tion. Illustrated. $2.50. 


At Aii Booksellers. 
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211 E.19% St. NEW YORK 
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Songs ¢> Ballads 
of the Maine 
Lumberjacks 


EDITED BY 
ROLAND P. GRAY 

Gathered from the lumber-camps and 
river-towns of Maine, these folksongs 
are redolent of the great forests and 
will delight everyone who cares for 
vigorous, stalwart poetry. At the same 
time they represent an important phase 
in the social development of America. 


$2.50 a copy 


Harvard University Press 
2 Randall Hall, Cambridge, Mass. 


SO 





Epwin VALENTINE MITCHELL’S 
BULLETIN 
ow 


\ EEK-END Parcel of 12 

Books and a year’s sub- 
scription to Book Notes for 
$1.90. The parcel contains the 
following titles printed in good 
clear type and bound in colored 
paper wrappers, size 5 x 7. 


Tue Dark FLEECE by Joseph Her- 
gesheimer 

An AMATEUR by W. B. Maxwell 

THE SPANISH JADE by Maurice Hew- 
lett 

Tue Due by Joseph Conrad 

Tue Toucustone by Edith Wharion 

NortH oF Firty-THREE by Rex 
Beach 

UnepucaTING Mary by Kathleen 
Norris 

Caprain WarDLAw’s KitTpacs by 
Harold McGrath 

Ma Pettincitt, Taixs by Harry 
Leon Wilson 

Tue Beautirut Lapy by Booth 
Tarkington 

Wines by Gene Stratton Porter 

Tue Gorceous Ise by Gertrude 
Atherton 


Fill in the form below and send to 


Edwin Valentine Mitchell, 27 Lewis 
Street, Hartford, Connecticut. 











Harcourt Brace Bookshop 
4 Weat 43rd Street 
New York 
Telephone: Longacre 1091 
4 


A year-round bookshop, open Satur- 
days, as well as week-days, until six. 











THIS MARK ON GCOD BOOKS 





B. W. HUEBSCH, INC. 
NEW YORK 


resourceful, who more useful than she in 
resolving the difficulties of a diplomatic en- 
tanglement of social ch ? So though 
her suave and courtly guardian, Sir Charles 
Gillespie, his rubicund companion, the For- 
eign Minister, and the latter’s able assistant, 
young Rupert Frack, a trio ‘who with her 
connivance saved many a difficult situation 
from disaster. Virginia’s adventures are re- 
counted with gusto, and her charms and 
wiles depicted with sufficient extravagance 
to disarm the critical sense of the reader. 
She and her diplomatic achievements are im- 
plausible but since they are frankly so they 
can be taken as so much romantic fiction to 
be enjoyed without too great attention to 
details. Mr. Baily has ingenuity, a sense of 
humor, and a lively manner, and the con- 
pound results in an amusing volume. 





BACK STAGE. By Rotanp Otiver. Mac- 
millan. $2. 


SOUTH WIND. By Norman Dovatas. Dodd, 
Mead. $2.50. 

MISS PARKWORTH. By Epwaarp C.. Booru. 
Dodd, Mead. $2. 


THE GENTLEMAN OF COURAGE. By 
James Otniven Curwoov. Ci i 


A HALF CENTURY OF SONG. Edited 
by GeoRGE MEASON WHICHER. 1924. 


This is an anthology of Hunter College 
verse. Hunter College is maintained by the 
City of New York for the free education 
of young women residing within its 
boundaries. Helen Gray Cone has been 
instructor of English there since 1899, and 
Amelia Josephine Burr was graduated from 
Hunter College in 1898. Some of the 
verse of both Miss Cone and Miss Burr 
(Mrs. Carl H. Elmore) distinguishes this 
collection. Otherwise we do not find a 
great deal that attracts us very strongly. 
In the last section, “Additional Selections,” 
is preserved Mr. Whicher’s own “On First 
Looking into Stedman’s ‘American Anth- 
ology,’ ” an excellent bit of light verse, fol- 
lowed by some undergraduate light verse 
of a rather amusing order. 


Travel 


BY THE WATERS OF EGYPT. By 
Norma Lorimer. Stokes. 1924. $2.50 
net. 


Miss Lorimer disarms whatever criticism 





? 


Book Corporation. $2. 


THE BAZAAR AND OTHER STORIES. By 
Martin Armstrono. Knopf. $2.50 net. 


Miscellaneous 


THE BOOK OF THE QUEEN’S DOLLS’ 
HOUSE. Vol. I edited by A. C. BENson 
and LAWRENCE WEAVER. Vol. II edited 
by E. V. Lucas, Stokes. 1924. $50. 
Readers of the English newspapers have 

been aware for the past months of the im- 

mense pains that were being spent by many 

of the foremost representatives of the British 

Empire on the preparation of The Queen’s 

Dolls’ House which is on view at the Expo- 

sition now in progress at Wembley A dou- 

ble purpose was to be served by this minia- 
ture depiction of a royal home of the twen- 
tieth century; it was to embody the homage 
of a people for a beloved sovereign and it 
was to preserve for posterity the fashion of 
living of the present. The house as it 

stands, drawn to the scale of an inch to a 

foot, embodies in Lilliputian form the most 

carefully planned mansion which the genius 

of England could produce; from b 

garage to top floor it is complete in equip- 

ment, all of it wrought by master hands 

with an amazing fidelity to detail and re- 
gard for convenience. Anyone who has ever 
pored in fascinated interest over the recon- 
structed models of the museums will have no 
difficulty in anticipating the delight of fu- 
ture generations in so perfect a portrayal 
of the domestic scene as the Queen’s Dolls’ 

House will afford. Only its people are lack- 

ing, and the reason for the absence of all 

figures except those of the sovereigns and 
their guard are persuasively set forth in the 
whimsical chapter on the “dolls of the 

Queen’s Dolls’ House” which E. F. Benson 

contributes to one of the two volumes de- 

scribing the miniature residence. 

These volumes are themselves books of 
quite exceptional interest. Published in 
limited edition and sumptuous format, they 
present a narrative and pictorial record of 
the Dolls’ House in its every aspect. Per- 
haps the most interesting portion of their 
chronicle is that devoted to description of the 
library, a superb room, containing an array 
of pictures made for the occasion by some 
of the most noted artists of Great Britain, 
and of diminutive books specially written by 
hand by its most celebrated authors. From 
kitchen to parlor the Dolls’ House is de- 
scribed, its various features being discussed 
by different pens. Like the residence itself 
the books should prove a source of delight 
not only in the present but in the future. 
They should prove too a valuable accession 
to the shelves of general libraries and a 
delightful item for the collector. 





Poetry 


RANDOM RHYTHMS. By Ropnery 
Biake. Publishers Press Publishing Co. 
(342 Madison Ave., New York.) 1924. 


Mr. Blake affects, in general, the ex- 
ceedingly brief spasmodic line, often 
breaking an ordinary line of verse into two 
or three parts in this way and presenting 
an otherwise ordinary meditation with the 
briskness of a stock-ticker quotation. Oc- 
casionally the human situation described in 
his verse is of interest, but his technique 
is jerkily monotonous. We find little 
originality in the themes he chooses or in 
his treatment of these themes. 


the capti might make of her book on 
the ground of its impressionism by adimit- 
ting that she writes not as a student or old 
acquaintance of Egypt but as a casual trav- 
eller whose comment represents merely 
personal reactions plus the information to 
be garnered from more scholarly volumes 
than her own. Presented in the form of 
letters, her narrative is in truth the sort of 
chronicle that the intelligent and assiduous 
traveller would be apt to send home, except 
that it has evidently been whipped into liter- 
ary shape in hours of leisure. It is a fresh, 
spontaneous account, shot through with en- 
thusiasm, presented with no little fluency 
and charm, and containing considerable en- 
lightening comment on manners and cus- 
toms, But it is frankly the book of an am- 
ateur, and as such is pleasant rather than 
far-reaching. 


PORTSMOUTH ROAD. By Cuar_es G. 
Harper. Hartford, Conn.: Edwin V. 
Mitchell. 1924. 


The long and crowded history of Eng- 
land has invested every nook and corner of 
the “right little, tight little island” with 
story and incident, and nowhere has it 
more thickly sown interesting episode than 
along the great thoroughfares of the coun- 
try. The Portsmouth Road, “the sailor’s 
highway,” runs seventy-one miles from Lon- 
don suburbs to Portsmouth. Along it in 
the past went the stagecoach traffic that in 
days when highwaymen infested the road- 
side presented perils a-plenty for the travel- 
ler, and over it in the more peaceful present 
still rolls a steady tide of travel by motor 
car and bicycle. Mr. Harper has followed 
the course of the highway in his pleasant 
volume with a mind open to its clustering 
associations, and sprinkling his pages liber- 
ally with story, description, and quotation, 
has produced a narrative of considerable 
flavor. His close-packed pages introduce 
many of the names known to the history 
and the arts of England, reflect now a quaint 
custom of bygone days and now a dramatic 
incident, and compress into small compass 
much curious information. The text is 
illustrated with a number of interesting 
photographs and with some charming 
sketches by the author. 





An interesting addition has been made to 
the already large number of volumes on 
Strindberg by Birger Mérner’s “Den Strind- 
berg Jag Kant” (Stockholm: Bonnier). 
Count Mérner was a friend of Strindberg’s 
from his college days to the writer’s death, 
and his book contains many sidelights on 
the poet’s private life. Its chief value, in- 
deed, lies in this intimate comment, and 
in the letters and documents it incorporates. 


At a meeting of the Femina Vie Heureuse 
Committee of England held a short time 
ago it was announced that Percy Lubbock’s 
“Roman Pictures” has won this year’s 
Femina Vie Heureuse Prize. Mr. Lubbock’s 
book consists of a series of sketches por- 
traying not so much the visible city as 
the Rome that lives in the minds of its 
admirers, the Rome of history, poetry and 
fancy. It is the Rome largely of the 
foreigner, and is presented through the 
medium of delicate yet vivid vignettes of 
alien residents, mostly British. 


Arthur Waley is editing for the publish- 
ing house of Ernest Benn a new series en- 
titled “Kai Khosru Monographs on Eastern 
Art,” the first volume of which—“Sassanian 
Art,” by Joseph Orbelli of the Hermitage 
Museum, Petrograd—will be ready in the 
fall. Each volume in the series will con- 
tain some seventy plates, with an intro- 
ductory essay. 





SAINT JOAN 


by 
BERNARD SHAW 
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PublishedonJuly 15th, 4 
the greatest play of 
the greatest living 
dramatist. 

“The finest play writ- 
ten in the English lan- 
guage in our day.” 
Heywoop Broun — World 

At all Bookstores — $2.25 
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JUST PUBLISHED 


A BIBLIOGRAPHY 
OF THE WRITINGS OF 


By CARROLL FREY 
with an introduction by H. L. Mencken 
The fourth of the Centaur Bibliogra- 
phies, limited to 300 numbered copies 
at $2.50. The large paper autographed 
edition has been all sold before publi- 
cation. 


In the Autumn: Carl Van Vechten, 
by Scott Cunningham. 


Catalogue Number Seven: Modern 
First Editions in the press. 
The Centaur Book Shop 


1224 Chancellor Street 
Philadelphia 














these books are some of the 
irresistibles 
on our tables 
by MARCEL PROUST 
WITHIN A BUDDING GROVE 
2 vols. $5.00 
This is the English translation of 
Proust’s “A l’Ombre des Jeunes 
Filles en Fleurs”—in the way of 
a continuation of “Swann’s Way.” 
by MICHAEL ARLEN 
THESE CHARMING PEOPLE 
$2.50 
THE GREEN HAT $3.00 
Delicate mischievousness, gallant 
follies, brave gallantries deliciously 
narrated. (English Edition.) 
by ALDOUS HUXLEY 
LITTLE MEXICAN $3.00 
Just out, and to be had in this 
English edition only, these short 
stories in Huxley’s best vein. 
mail orders filled with surprising 
despatch! 


shop 
27 west Sth street, n. y= Cs 
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Points 
Emily Dickinson 


To the Editor of The Saturday Review: 


Sm: 

Certain critics of my recently published 
life of my aunt, Emily Dickinson, have 
accused me of covering up significant facts, 
drawing the curtain on scenes that the public 
had a right to witness, of “calmly ignoring 
whole swathes of important crises.” In view 
of this criticism and the discussion which 
has arisen from it, I should like to empha- 
size very explicitly the quality of Emily 
and the nature of the life that she led. 

Emily died nearly forty years ago. For 
the last score or more years of her life she 
did not so much as cross the lawn to her 
only brother’s home. Those “swathes of 
important crises calmly ignored” by her 
neglectful biographer, Emily herself de- 
clares—“occurred to her alone.” 

When one remembers that she wrote hun- 
dreds of poems and thousands of letters, 
each one with its live spark of wit or truth, 
one begins to realize how little time she 
had left even for the strict daily routine of 
the New England household economy in 
which she played her unswerving part. 

The evil of “keeping back her letters to 
her Sister Sue” has also been cited, quite 
regardless of the fact that the entire volume 
entitled “The Single Hound,” now incor- 
porated in the new “Complete Poems,” just 
issued, is made up of precisely those notes 
—as is also the chapter, A Hedge Away, in 
the “Life and Letters.” It would seem 
apparent that living all their lives, as they 
did, only a strip of lawn apart, with our 
mother rarely from home except for some 
flying trip to New York or Boston with our 
father, to see famous pictures or hear excep- 
tional music, there was small excuse for dif- 
fuse correspondence. 

The thirst for “particulars” in regard to 
Emily’s love story reminds one rather ma- 
liciously of Mrs. Poyser,—who confessed 
she “always turned over to the end to see 
what they died of and if their legs swelled.” 

What more do they want to know,—un- 
less it be the name of the man she loved, 
and his street and number? was asked of a 
certain brilliant author very much under 
Emily’s spell. 

“They want to know if he kissed her,— 
and qwhere!” was the exasperated retort. 

“They are blaming you for being reti- 
cent,” another wrote. As if mendacity were 
preferable! 

That Emily loved, was loved, went on 
loving, in spite of time or separation, is too 
difficult, too natural, too noble perhaps for 
the prevalent emotional agility of our day 
to comprehend. 

Another critic has regretted that charm- 
ing as the picture is as it stands, it lacks the 
harsh side, the egotistical, selfish Emily 
dragged ruthlessly to the front. Then and 
only then would one get the truth indeed. 
But alas! the pitiful truth is, there was no 
harshness in Emily, and her selfish egotism 
is best portrayed by her shy habit of saying 
“My Sister Sue says—” then would follow 
her own inimitable mot or sentence. Often 
and often we heard some one exclaim, “That 
was such a brilliant thing you said to 
Emily—” and watched our mother’s amused 
smile before she replied, “Of course I never 
said it,—it was Emily’s own.” 

She must have been vain and egotistical 
of course,—even if she did request that all 
her work be burned unread;—and selfish 
too, with her family adoring her and her 
friends hoarding every scrap she wrote to 
them and a public ready to publish at her 
nod,—of course she must have been,—genius 
always is, it has to be, and it is the loss of 
those who “Must know All” that there is 
no worst to give them. Perhaps she was 
not a genius after all, if nothing detrimen- 
tal can be discovered or invented upon which 
to base her claim. 

There may be many essays written about 
her and her work,—it is eagerly to be hoped 
there may be, but no other life save her own 
as she lived it can ever be truthfully writ- 
ten. Those “important crises in the life of 
the Amherst poet” exist solely in the curi- 
osity of the unimaginative, from whom 
Emily’s spirit seems to run in death as her 
feet would have fied them in life, and who 
fail to conceive that 


The soul selects her owm society, 
Then shuts the door. 


Just as the greatest drama acted by the 
greatest actor turns the audience into the 
actor, so the plain statement of the out- 
wardly uneventful life of my aunt leaves 
her readers at liberty to imagine her ace 
cording to their own power of fancy, 


of View 


Her own notion of “the pursuit of happi- 
ness” seems not to appeal to those from 
whom she differs, and all the worst about 
her appears to remain that there was no 
worst to exploit. It is disappointing to 
admit there was no jealously guarded mys- 
tery, no scandal, no vulgarity, nothing sen- 
sational. It was all helplessly true and sim- 
ple and mighty. It is too bad of genius to 
behave like this,—to present no spectacle to 
such as crave to “exchange portentous in- 
ference”—too bad to treat the unsatisfied 
curious, to whom one evening alone is 
anathema, to such unrewarding realism. But 
it should be taken into account that Emily 
never set out to be either a genius or a 
recluse; doubtless her life expanded imper- 
ceptibly after the plan of her Creator, and 
to many of us a soul is apt to remain a 
phenomenon apart,—even Matthew Arnold 
in his wisdom asking desperately— 


What heart knows another? 
Ah, who knows his own? 


In the face of which our critic sums up, 
“Whatever she was, though, is yet to be 
fully explained.” 

God forbid! 


MarTHA DICKINSON BIANCHI 


A Bohemian Library 


To the Editor of The Saturday Review: 


Sir: 

In the vicinity of Avenue A and East 
78th Street in the City of New York, there 
are domiciled over fifty thousand Czecho- 
Slovaks, the highly intelligent and talented 
natives of Bohemia. Just at this point is 
their civic and social centre where their 
countrymen from all over the city gather 
for discussion’ pertinent to their welfare. 
The nave of this centre rests in the Webster 
Branch of the New York Public Library 
which they call the building of knowledge, 
adventure, and romance, for ten thousand 
precious volumes in their mother tongue 
are housed therein. 

This collection represents the renaissance 
of the Bohemian language as well as its 
literature, which was so wilfully destroyed 
in the year 1620. As one of the oldest 
states of Europe, Boherhia’s literature, we 
are told, dates back in its antiquity to 
Greek and Latin, but heedless of its value, 
the order to destroy it was scrupulously 
carried out. 

It takes more than centuries to burn 
away the memories of one’s heritage,—the 
language or the printed word; and thus 
when Joseph Dobrovsky, called Bohemia’s 
patriarch of Slavic philology, began an 
active campaign to retrieve the fragments 
of her lost literature, many rare and 
cherished volumes, which had been hidden 
in chimneys, buried in fields, carried to 
other countries in secret, were discovered 
and collected,—“meagre remnants which 
saved a noble language from utter oblitera- 
tion.” 

Through the resourcefulness and the un- 
derstanding of Miss Zaides Griffin, librarian 
of the Webster Branch for many years, this 
City has one of the largest collections of 
its kind (free lending) in the world, in- 
cluding the most complete-library of Czecho- 
Slovak music in the United States. The 
grammar of the retrieved language is still 
incomplete, but the folk-lore and music have 
always lived in the hearts of the people, 
especially among her artistic peasantry, to 
whom is very largely due the rescue of its 
elementary philology and many of its 
creative arts, 

To many American artists, writers, and 
composers, this collection is a wealth of 
data and inspiration. From the “Source 
Book of Folk Songs,” many musicians other 
than Novak, have received their theme; and 
among the splendid musical works are the 
full orchestral scores of her great “tone 
poets,” Dvorak and Smetana, including 
Smetana’s original opera score of “The 
Bartered Bride.” 

Charming are the folk tales and lore 
tucked between the covers of the Czech 
“Lid” and the “Tales of Nemcova.” The 
travels of Christ and his irrepressible com- 
panion, Peter, hold a very prominent place 
in Bohemia’s tales, and there are none among 
the stories of Grimm, Anderson, or ZEsop 
that are richer in charm and humor than 
those to be found, in the mother tongue, 
among the old, old stories in the corner 
of this collection reserved for little children. 


HELEN BANNARD R1spon 
New York 
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Canada $3.50. Other countries $4.00. 

















« Speaking of Books- 


and especially those publishéd by 
the University of Chicago Press 








Making Literature 
ust be a fascinating business if one 
oe judge from Percy H. Boynton’s 
little volume of essays on the ‘men 
ho are making it in 
Of those who are 
engaged, Robinson, Frost, 
a Cabell, Huneker, Mencken, 
Tarkington, Wharton, Masters, Sand- 
burg, Bradford, and O'Neill occupy 
the most of Mr. Boynton’s attention, 
and of them he has much of interest 
to say in 
SOME CONTEMPORARY 
AMERICANS 


The Personal Equation in 
Literature 
By Percy Holmes Boynton 


$2.00, postpaid $2.10. 


Our Safety-valve 


in politics, the presidential campaign, 
is this summer releasing the nation’s 
pent-up energy for political self-ex- 
pression. We are thinking and talk- 
ing about our rights as self-governing 
citizens and watching the great party 
organizations name the candidates 
who will receive our électoral votes 
in the fall. As we ponder today on 
the way we are led politically we 
might turn back with profit to con- 
sideration of the political leadership 
of a generation ago and understand 
our present situation better by reading 


BOSS PLATT AND HIS 
NEW YORK MACHINE 
By Harold F. Gosnell 
$3.00, postpaid $3.10 
The University of Chicago Press 


5852 Ellis Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 
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The Reader’s Guide 


Conducted by May LamBerton BECKER 


Inquiries in regard to the selection of books and questions of like nature should 
be addressed to Mas. Becxer, c/o The Saturday Review. 




















HENRY HOLT 
&° COMPANY 


take this opportunity 
of expressing 
to the Editors 
and to 
the General Reading Public 
their delight and satisfaction 
in the establishment of 
The 


SATURDAY 
REVIEW 














A Balanced Ration for Week- 
End Reading 


A Man IN THE Zoo. By David 
Garnett (Knopf). 

Saint Joan. By Bernard Shaw 
(Brentano’s). 

Srupies In Murper. By Edmund 
Lester Pearson (Macmillan). 











S WE were saying when last we met 

in print, a column holds only so much, 
and most of the letters that come to the 
Guide must be answered by mail anyway. 
But when they must all be answered so, as 
they have been during the last eight weeks, 
the heap on the desk grows too high for 
opening remarks, So, without further par- 
ley, here is a fine one to begin with— 


Two young people in Pennsylvania are 
planning a wedding journey in Europe, to 
take four or five months, and ask for 
general guidebooks and “delightful travel 
books” for England, France (especially 
Paris), Switzerland, Holland, and Bel- 
gium., 


OME of the new books on the art of 

travel are so rewarding that they should 
be set down before beginning this list. “The 
Happy Traveller,” by Frank Tatchell 
(Holt), has tricks of travel that no other 
book sets down so pleasantly. Nor can any 
road list afford to leave out “The Right 
Place,” by C. E. Montague (Doubleday, 
Page), “a book of pleasures delicately re- 
lated, a pattern for the right frame of mind 
to take abroad.” Another that anyone would 
like but that one with a family along would 
treasure, is Cornelia Stratton Parker’s “Ports 
and Happy Places” ‘(Boni & Liveright), 
which is as near to taking the trip ip per- 
son as a reader is likely to come in print. 

As for guidebooks, two favorites, taken 
abroad for many a season, have just been 
issued in new editions, rewritten and brought 
past the changes of the recent eventful past. 
One is the celebrated “Satchel Guide to 
Europe” (Houghton Mifflin), forty-fourth 
edition, thoroughly revised. The other is 
Stedman’s “Complete Pocket Guide to Eu- 
rope” (McBride), first issued in 1869, now 
revised and including the Scandinavian and 
Baltic countries and Southeastern Europe. 
“Planning a Trip Abroad” is a practical 
little book published by McBride. There are 
of course all the Baedekers, of which 
“Switzerland” (Scribner) is especially good, 
but the latest and to my mind the most sat- 
isfactory regular guidebooks are Findley 
Muirhead’s “Blue Guides” (Macmillan) 
which provide this trip with volumes for 
“England,” “London,” “Belgium,” “Paris,” 
“Northeastern France,” and “Switzerland.” 
They are uncommonly good for literary 
associations, but as it is on just that point 
that so many inquiries come to the Guide, 
it is good to find that a book has just ap- 
peared devoted to this in particular. It is 
“The Places of English Literature” (Strat- 
ford), a literary guide to the British Isles 
by Alice Bidwell and Isabelle Rosenstiel, 
good for use in travel or as a reference 
work for school or home. 

Put “The Lookoutman,” by David Bone 
(Harcourt, Brace), into the steamer trunk, 
or better yet, keep it in the hand as you go 
up the gangplank: it explains every craft 
seen from the deck of a liner, with drawings 
as they appear in the skyline. “Spoken in 
Jest” (Dutton) will be another popular 
book on shipboard; it shows where the Eng- 
lish language has suffered a sea change in 
crossing the Atlantic, and in other ways 
comes to the help of the baffled traveller. 
Two new books describe journeys off the 
beaten track in England: “A Thread of 
English Road” (Harcourt, Brace) is a char- 
acteristic report from Charles S. Brooks on 


a cycling trip across Southern England; “In 
Unfamiliar England,” by J. D. Murphy 
(Page), a large volume describing a long 
motor trip off the main roads in England 
and Wales. There are two on English 
churches: Frances Gostling sets forth “The 
Lure of English Cathedrals” with legends 
and stories from history (Little, Brown) — 
a companion volume is Crichton’s “The 
Lure of Old Paris”—and for a guide to 
be carried about there is a new edition of 
Helen M. Pratt’s “Cathedral Churches of 
England” (Duffield), which points out the 
architectural, literary, and historical fea- 
tures of all thirty-two of England’s great 
churches, with small but clear and well- 
chosen pictures. There is a “Stained Glass 
Tour in France,” by Charles H. Sherrill 
(Dodd, Mead), but the new one of this 
beautiful series is “Stained Glass Tours in 
Spain and Flanders.” “Old English Towns,” 
by Andrews*and Lang (Stokes), is a fine 
large book on forty-three famous and pic- 
turesque communities, as they are and as 
they have been, with excellent pictures. 





L. H. Summit, N. J.; F. G. Tabor, N. J.; 
R. R., New York; B. V., Brooklyn, ask 
for advice on light reading for vacation 
purposes, 


HERE are a few books that can be 
read without a struggle, save per- 
haps for their possession should there be 
lively young people about. “Pandora Lifts 
the Lid,” by Christopher Morley and Don 
Marquis (Doran),.a blend of fun, adven- 
ture, and romance, a flavor of high society 
and a dash of low: an ideal summer book. 
“The Old Soak’s History of the World,” 
by Don Marquis (Doubleday, Page), which 
has been read aloud not once nor twice in 
this family with bursts of Homeric laugh- 
ter. “The Lunatic at Large” and its se- 
quels, of which “The Lunatic Still at Large” 
is the latest; three of the most absurdly 
funny books of the season, by J. Storer 
Clouston (Dutton). “Golf Without Tears” 
(Doran), sporting short stories by P. G. 
Wodehouse. “Apes and Angels” (Minton, 
Balch) stories by Richard Connell in which 
to my delight I recover a lost treasure, the 
one about the man who advertised that he 
was going to commit suicide, and find an- 
other about the advertising man who named 
his baby. 

“Back Stage” (Harcourt, Brace) is by 
Roland Oliver, if that can be a real name; 
anyway, it’s a real book, one of the most 
lifelike of theatrical novels. It is like going 
through a Little Theatre training into the 
bright lights of Broadway. “On the Lot 
and Off,’ George Randolph Chester’s 
stories of how things go on in business and 
artistic movie circles (Harper). ‘Webster’s 
Bridge” (Stokes), because the pictures and 
the text are a joy if you know the game or 
if you do not. “The Shoreless Sea,” by 
Mollie Panter-Downes (Putnam), because 
the only way to find out what a young girl 
wants to read in the way of a romance is 
to-let her write one, and here is one writ- 
ten by a sixteen-year-old and I should have 
eaten it up at that time of life. Edward 
C. Venable’s “Pierre Vinton” (Scribner), a 
gracefully told story of a man whose wife 
left him and nothing would console him 
until he won her back. How married women 
love stories like this! 














New Macmillan Books 




















ya ARE A WRITER. pon't you ever 
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The Writers’ Workshop, Inc., 
135 East 58th Street 1 
New York City. 








Success TO THE SaturpDay Review! 
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Congratulations to its Many Readers! 


Tn. Wet 


Our First Offer: 

CHRISTOPHER Mor ey at a BARGAIN— 
PIPEFULS 
PLUM PuppING 75 CtS. EACH 


We Shall Endeavor to Keep Our BOOK 
SERVICE Up to the Quglity of this Al- 


, ready-Famous Literary Weekly. 








E. L. Pearson 
Studies in Murder 


“Mr. Pearson has done very well 
by his customers. Murder lovers 
who accept his invitations and 
open the covers of his book will 
find th ves abundantly re- 
warded. Every murder, of course, 
is a pretty good murder. But some 
are better than others, and Mr. 
Pearson’s are excellent.”"—New 
York World. 

“No rehashing, this, but scholarly 
careful ‘writing, and—doubt it if 
you will, considering the subject 
—lively with shrewd wit!"”—Prov- 
idence Journal. $3.00 


Emmanuel Berl 
The Nature of Love 


“M. Berl’s book is an earnest 
study and careful research into a 
state of feeling which embraces all 
of our life—spiritual as well as 
material. An outline of his con- 
clusions would run into space. It 
enables us to turn amateur psy- 
chologist in other branches than 
Freudian pl inhibiti 
and what nqt, which seem to com- 
prise the mental stock of many 
glib talkers on the science of to- 
day.”—N. Y. Morning — 


May Sinclair 
The Dark Night 


“Miss Sinclair has written a mag- 
nificent poem, a fiction in free 
verse, setting forth the poignant 
love story of Elizabeth and Victor 
Randle, and the wayward, com- 
pelling paganism of the girl Mon- 
ica, who came between them. 

A rare courage was needed for 
this experiment of Miss Sinclair’s. 
That her courage has resulted in 
success is only an additional rea- 
son for her homage.”— Literary 
Digest International Book Re- 
view. $2.00 








Ernest Poole 
The cAvalanche 


“In Mr. Poole’s hands‘The Ava- 
lanche’ becomes one of the most 
serious and significant studies of 
an aspect of American life that has 
its effect upon our whole social 
structure. Its theme is one of gen- 
eral and universal application. It 
revesls Mr. Poole as novelist and 
philosopher, as a recorder and 
observer, and we are certain that 
few will be able to read ‘The Ava- 
lanche’ without finding in it some- 
thing vigorous and stimulating, 
something that will awaken 
them.”—N. Y. World. $2.00 


Roland Oliver 
Back Stage 


Roland Oliver well knows the art 
of colorful, convincing, and dra- 
matic story-telling. Well, also, 
does he know the tumultuous life 
he describes and the varied folk 
who live it. So, this novel, with 
its subtle humor and whimsical 
style, is not only vital modern 
drama—it is an authentic deline- 
ation of the fascinating life back 
stage. $2.00 


John Bassett 
Moore 


Judge of the Permanent Court of 
International Justice 


International Law and Some 
Current Illusions 


“The author's lifelong studies and 
experiences are the thread upon 
which these essays are strung. He 
is a man of conservative mind, 
with a strong historical bent. He 
speaks with as much authority as 
any American can. And where he 
gives us of his own knowledge his 
work has very high value. 

This book is a sane and sensible 
discussion of matters vital to 
American citizenship by a man 
of wide experience at home and 
abroad, of much learning, of schol- 
erly tastes and judicial temper, a 
book it does one good to study.” 
N.Y. Times Book Review. $4.00 


At all bookstores or from 


THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 
64-66 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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HAT a short cut this is—sending 
books by telegraph! For ex- 
ample, you are in Kansas City on Fri- 
day pod pied want to send a copy of 
the latest novel to a friend sailing from 
New York on the Majestic on See 
day,—you simply buy the book in the 
Doubleday, Page Book Shop in Kansas 
Cit ae we do the rest—your book 
is delivered, with card enclosed, to the 
steamer in plenty of time. 
Or you are in New York on Wednes- 
day and you need a birthday gift for 
our niece in St. Louis on Bacay 
t’s not too late. Go to the nearest 
Doubleday, Page Book Shop and in a 
few hours the young lady a thousand 
miles away will be pleased to reteive 
your gift, with card and your message 
enclosed. Say it with books! Just 
call one of our book shops—and we do 
the rest. You will find Doubleday, 
Page Book Shops in these cities. 


Doubleday, Page 
Book Shop (0. 


“We carry books 
of all publishers.” 
In NCew York City: 
LORD & TAYLOR BOOK SHOP, 
Fifth Ave., at 38th Sr. 
PENNSYLVANIA TERMINAL BOOK SHOP, 


Pennsylvania Terminal Arcade, 
7th Ave., at 32nd St. 

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE BOOK SHOP, 
55 Liberty St. 

LONG ISLAND TERMINAL BOOK SHOP. 
Long Island Terminal, Pennsylvania Station 

In St. Louis: 

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE BOOK SHOP, 
8th and Olive Streets. 

OPEN DOOR, 
4914 Maryland Ave. 

In Toledo: 

LASALLE & KOCH BOOK SHOP 
Toledo. 

In (leveland; 

HIGBEE BOOK SHOP, 
Euclid Ave., at 13th St. 

In Kansas (ity: 

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE BOOK SHOP, 
920 Grand Ave. 

In Newark: 

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE BOOK SHOP, 
34 Park Place. 


$500.00 in Books 
for an LDEA 


We want to improve the book service 
of our book shops. For the best sug- 
oo we are going to give $500.00 in 
s. 

Drop in at one of our book shops—or 
write them for the circular describing 
the details of this contest. With one 
idea you may be able to line your 
library shelves with the books you’ve 
always wanted. 





The Phoenix Nest 


“7 ET the bird of loudest lay 
On the sole Arabian tree, 

Herald sad and trumpet be, 

To whose sound chaste wings obey.” 


Thus writ Shakespeare in a poem 
I but vaguely understand, 
Yet—because it’s come to hand— 
Let it serve me for a proem. 


As to this, now, “herald sad,” 

Pm not sad, P'm feeling fit; 

On those chaste—umm—wings 1 fit 
With my fountain-pen and pad, 


Spiralling in many a helix 
Over land and over sea 

To the Phenix and her tree 
“Somewhere in Arabia Felix.” 


I met a Phenix in the sands 

(To turn to Keats, with tongue in cheek,) 
Its feet were chaws—it had no hands, 

But a whale of a beak! 


I said, “Sweet Phoenix on the loose, 
Let us put our wits to use. » 

Ever let the Fancy roam, 
“Pleasure never is at home!” 


With the which unblushing crib 
I this colyum dedicate 

And my pen I consecrate 

From the handle to the nib 


In the service of my betters 

And the books that they compose. 
Aid thou my initial throes, 
Phenix, patron fowl of letters! 


From among the dates—publishers’ dates 
—the “bird of loudest lay” looked down 
and asked us what our own particular lay 
was. We soon explained. We have the 
vast silence of this fantastical desert in which 
to meditate, and the Phenix, with all the 
wisdom of the gorgeous East, to consult on 
literary matters. We present here the only 
authorized photograph of our first meeting 
with the Pheenix. And now 
to get to work. An occasional Chimzra 
may stroll our way, attracted by the rattle 
of our Underwood. We expect the Roc and 





the Gryphon in, a few evenings a month. 
The Roc is awfully conservative. The 
Phenix may interrupt us occasionally, but 
she sleeps, mostly, in the top of her tree. 
<a The first thing that occurs to 
us is to suggest that Tom Beer and Joe 
Hergesheimer melt their books together and 
call the result “Balisandoval.” But that 
isn’t very funny. We hand the diamond- 
studded ash-tray to Carl Van Vechten for 
the best title among the Fall books, “The 
Tattooed Countess.” The prize for the best 
fall catalogue should go, in our opinion, to 
Messrs. Doubleday, Page. Delectable orna- 
mentations by E. A. Wilson, Erick Barry 
and the Petershams! ——SS-—> The 
Arthur Rackham edition of “Where the Blue 
Begins” looks joyful. A novel of real 
power, though ruthless, is Solita Solano’s 
“The Uncertain Feast.” It was certainly 
written by a man. At last we 
have read “Futility” by William Gerhardi, 
and feel that Edith Wharton missed, in her 
introduction to it, the superb humor of the 
thing. If you overlooked “Futility,” some 
time back, do beg, borrow or steal it! 

We saw Doug Fairbanks in 
“The Thief of Bagdad” before we left for 
the East. The Pegasus could have been bet- 
ter, for that old circus horse ambled too 
amiably and on too straight a line through 
the clouds; but the flying carpet was wholly 
convincing. In fact we walked up and bor- 
rowed it right off the screen for transporta- 
tion to Arabia. Willy Pogany’s work in de- 
signing the scenery for “The Thief” is ex- 
cellent. The effects are dazzling. Douglas, 
while he doesn’t get the opportunity for 
gymnastics that some of his films have af- 
forded, is hilariously in character as the 
thief. Then we saw “All God’s 
Chillun Got Wings” at the Provincetown. 


Paul Robeson was impressive. ONeill has AtSMMEDn 


an unusually keen feeling for dramatic sit- 
uation, though his actual writing of his 
plays is sometimes unbelievably crude, taken 
line by line. His dialogue is occasionally a 
parody, while his grasp of underlying situ- 
ation is usually powerful. To 
finish with plays for this week, Edmund 
Wilson’s “The Murder in the Whistler 
Room” announced for this Fall by the Prov- 
incetown should be unusual. Wilson is a 
brilliant critic and his recent dialogues in 
The New Republic concerning the arts have 
entertained us greatly. But in a recent Dial 
he rather denatures Ring Lardner, to our 
way of thinking. He goes at Lardner as 
seriously as Van Wyck Brooks went at Mark 
Twain. He misses quite a bit of Lardner. 
Edmund Lester Pearson’s 
“Studies in Murder” is an airily handled 
account of five American murders, which 
should interest Rebecca West, as we see she 
has recently been standing aghast at the 
number of murders in America. Still, the 
English can do their bit. But Pearson’s are 
all old and famous murders. 
And another good recent book on crime is 
Judge Parry’s “The Drama of the Law”; 
though our literary arbiter tells us that De 
Quincey’s “Four Famous Murders” beats all 
murder accounts ever written. 
We are anxious to read Naomi Mitchison’s 
“When the Bough Breaks.” She is the 
daughter of one of the most eminent of 
English physiologists, the niece of the Lord 
Chancellor, and so on. But, more important, 
one of the events of last Fall to us was the 
reading of her “The Conquered,” in which 
she gave us an unforgettable picture of the 
Roman conquest of Gaul, of Vercingetorix 
and so on. As Eileen Power says, “A his- 
torical novel should make us feel that there 
is no Time and that there are no Dead; and 
this is what Mrs. Mitchison’s stories do.” 
There’s a new Irish poet, Roy 
Campbell, whose long rhymed poem “The 
Flaming Terrapin” has been attracting some 
attention in England, and is being brought 
out over here by Lincoln MacVeagh at The 
Dial Press. He is said to have a touch of 
genius and a glorious command of language. 
<i And for months now we have 
been wanting to read “The Worm Oura- 
boros” by E. R. Eddison. Quick! Who’s 
publishing it over here? Mary 
Agnes Hamilton, writing in Jonathan Cape’s 
“Now and Then,” that most charming of 
English publicity brochures, tells us that in 
it are “passages of horror such as Edgar 
Allan Poe has hardly surpassed.” The im- 
pression of the book stays with her as “a 
beauty mainly sensuous, of a brilliance and 
variety as thrilling as in the greatest scenes 
of the Russian ballet.” That makes our 
mouth water. We have been 
rereading Ambrose Bierce because the Boni 
boys have brought out two of his volumes 
in their The American Library. Bierce is 
not so good at civilian horrors as he is at 
horror stories of the Civil War. A reread- 
ing of even his “The Damned Thing” 
didn’t “get” us as a Civil War story called 
“The Coup de Grace.” And “Chickamauga” 
is another fine tale, marred only by the six- 
year-old child’s being scared by a rabbit. 
We don’t believe that a child even of only 
six years old would be scared by a rabbit. 
We never knew any child to fear the bne 
animal they all immediately seem to recog- 
nize as “cunning” and harmless. But the 
description of the retreat makes an indelible 
impression. Bierce’s Civil War tales have a 
snap, a vividness, a basic irony and grim- 
ness that make most of the tales in “Can 
Such Things Be?” tame by comparison, and 
in some of those tales he leaves too much 
unexplained; a few are actually very ama- 
teurish. Frank Shay’s collec- 
tion of deep sea chanties, “Iron Men and 
Wooden Ships,” is to be published this fall 
with woodcuts by Edward A. Wilson in 
colour and black and white. This will be 
a splendid giftbook. The ordinary edition 
is seven-fifty and the de luxe is twenty-five 
dollars, limited to two hundred copies, with 
a special gorgeous wood-block by Mr. Wil- 
son, of which two hundred proofs only will 
be pulled, inserted with a slip cover in each 
of these copies. To return to 
fine books of the comparative past, we rec- 
ommend, “A Room with a View” by £. M. 
Forster, and we register here and now as a 
thorough Forster fan. SS We 
have been confounded recently by certain 
figures that say that two hundred million 
dollars’ worth of white paper flows annually 
from the presses and binderies of Manhat- 
tan. Nevertheless we shall continue to spoil 
our quota. And so, the Arabian sun has set 
on our first perfect week. P. S.: Phenix 
(<< SEB——) sends love to all! 
Ww. R. B. 









SUCH A VENTURE AS THE SAT- 
URDAY REVIEW DESERVES THE 
HEARTY SUPPORT OF ALL 
AMERICANS WHO CARE FOR 


GOOD BOOKS. IN PRESENTING 
MY NEW PUBLICATIONS TO ITS 
READERS WEEK BY WEEK, IN 
THIS COLUMN, I AM GOING TO 
ASSUME THAT THEY ARE IN- 
TERESTED ONLY IN THE BEST 
OF BORZOI BOOKS AND IN HON- 
EST AND TIMELY NEWS ABOUT 
THEM. 


I HAVE JUST PUBLISHED— 


Ordeal 
by DALE COLLINS 
THE MOST THRILLING NOVEL I 


HAVE EVER READ OR HAD THE 
GOOD FORTUNE TO PUBLISH 


OYotaitinaff 


See William McFee’s Review on 





page 3 of this issue. 





“A study of modern sophisticated 
people, in an environment of ele- 
mental savagery and naked passions. 
There is about the book a reminder 
of The Nigger of the Narcissus. 
Great strength.” 


And from the English Press: 


“One long thrill. Scenes of brood- 
ing horror, yet the real interest lies 
in the secret drama between the 
characters."—The Daily Chronicle. 





“Burning days and nights aflame 
with lightning, the intensity and 
artistry of which have rarely been 
equalled." —The Daily Express. 


“Tt is not often that a novel can 
startle a reviewer by its quality as 
Ordeal has startled the writer of 
this notice."—The Observer. 


“This amazing and powerful story.” 
—The Manchester Guardian. 
At your Bookshop $2.50 





Mark Only 
by T. F. POWYS 


“Powys is either the rare genius of 
the age or an amazingly clever 
literary trickster."°—The New York 


Times. Which? Read the book 
and decide for yourself. $2.50 


The Bazaar 
MARTIN ARMSTRONG 


“Comes among the elect in short- 
story telling."—The London Times. 


“One leaves the book with the feel- 
ing of having had sensitive com- 
panionship.” $2.50 

—The Manchester Guardian. 


The Borzoi Broadside is just out. 


Inquire for it at your bookshop, 
or write for it to the publisher. 


ALFRED A. KNOPF 


730 FirTH AVENUE, NEw YorK 
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~The World of Rare Books 


By Freperick M. Hopkins 


HE world of rare books, in the com- 

I paratively short period of a half 
century, has become a very complex and 

rtant one. It now has an army of 
collectors, and they are to be found in 
every land. It has its highly organized 
of clearing houses or public auction 
sales; its great book shops where millions 
of dollars’ worth of literary treasures are 
thered and carried in stock; its book 
clubs, bibliographical societies, and special 
riodicals, Even our universities have their 
professorships for teaching bibliography. 
The daily press on both sides of the Atlantic 
is alert to chronicle its sensational hap- 
penings. The number of books about books 
for the student and collector is increasing 
rapidly each year. The great public and 
university libraries have their exhibition 
rooms where literary treasures, commemo- 
rating some centenary or passing event, are 
constantly displayed. All this tends to in- 
crease the number of collectors and their 
interest grows more keen as their numbers 
multiply. 

The present century has recorded some 
very extraordinary events. Two great col- 
lections, gathered in this country in a single 
lifetime, estimated to be worth between 
$5,000,000 and $10,000,000 each, have 
been given to the public. One collection in 
this country and another in England have 
brought about $2,000,000 each at public 
sale. A single volume of Shakespeare has 
sold for $100,000. The first editions and 
manuscripts of a living author have brought 
upwards of $110,000. The increase in 
values in every line—for instance, illumin- 
ated manuscripts, incunabula, masterpieces of 
English literature, Americana, and authors’ 
autograph letters and manuscripts—has been 
marvelous. And there have been literally 
hundreds of great transactions that could 
not have been imagined as happening in 


any other period. Those best informed tell 
us that book collecting has only just begun. 
American collectors are the best informed, 
the most patient, persistent, and determined 
in the world. They have the money and 
the courage and buy what they want. They 
are making New York the center of the rare 
book trade of the world, and when this su- 
premacy is fully established, we shall see 
a new and greater era than any that has 
preceded it. » 


It is the purpose of this department to 
chronicle the significant happenings in this 
great field. It will call the attention of its 
readers to important sales in New York, 
London, and elsewhere, likely to be of inter- 
est to them. It will report these sales in a 
manner best calculated to give a fair knowl- 
edge of market values and tendencies. Rare 
book values are as dependent upon our auc- 
tion market as the value of stocks and bonds 
are upon the Stock Exchanges. Rare books, 
stocks, and bonds are worth what they will 
bring in free competition. We shall ever 
bear in mind that collecting and true values 
are dependent upon a fair and honest auction 
system. Americans have every reason to 
take pride in their book sales as now con- 
ducted. Our auction houses are enterprising, 
efficient, and have a just regard for both 
consignors and purchasers, This is a sound 
and wholesome condition and we shall do 
our utmost to maintain and preserve it. 

Our auction houses and collectors are pe- 
culiarly dependent upon the rare book trade. 
James Lenox could never have formed his 
great library without the assistance of Henry 
Stevens. J. Pierpont Morgan and Henry E. 
Huntington were even more dependent upon 
the great booksellers of our time. The noted 
bookshops, with their great stock of rari- 
ties, together with their invaluable expert 
advice and assistance, are an indispensable 


factor in book collecting to-day. The auc- 
tion houses need their support to keep in 
touch with collectors. Collectors need them 
for the indispensable help that they can give 
them. They deserve this support on account 
of their high standing, fair dealing, and 
expert service. We shall strive to bring these 
dealers and our readers into closer relations. 
And we shall not forget that the famous 
dealers of Old England have been a great 
source of supply in the past for books that 
we have needed. We hope our good rela- 
tions of other days will continue until we 
have purchased the last book that the British 
Isles can spare. 
Js as 


American collectors like to know what is 
happening in the rare book world generally. 
They are interested in what the book clubs 
and bibliographical societies are doing; in 
the revival of printing as a fine art; in lim- 
ited and de luxe editions, the latest bibliogra- 
phies, and many new books that have a spe- 
cial appeal to them; in the more important 
and worthwhile catalogues of the great 
booksellers; and in what the rare book 
periodicals and writers are saying. And 
there is a group of kindred lines that can- 
not be overlooked. We shall glean from 
this broad field material of the greatest in- 
terest and significance. This work is not 
being done anywhere else just as it should 
be, and we hope our treatment of it will 
give this department a unique interest and 


value. 
st & 


And, finally, we hope never to be un- 
mindful of the true value of books. The 
bookloving collector has every advantage 
over the mere speculator. Money is less 
necessary in his operations, and he gets a 
return from his books that makes dollars 
and cents seem cheap. Too many collectors 
degenerate into feverish speculators. The 
atmosphere of the Stock Exchange is too 
prevalent in the auction rooms of New York 
and London. The moment that money be- 
comes the main consideration, book collect- 
ing as an enjoyable hobby is ruined. We 
pass by our favorite author, or the subject 


in which we are i d, for hing 
that we hope will sell at an advance. To 
buy a book merely because it is rare, high in 
price, or the prevailing fashion is to debase 
the noble passion for books. To paraphrase 
an old proverb, when love of money comes 
in at the window the love of books flies out 
at the door. 


In short, we hope to make this depart- 
ment of real interest and value to booklov- 
ers and collectors, to use our influence on 
the right side in the trade generally, and to 
do our best to inculcate a love of books and 
their ownership. 








NAVARRE SOCIETY 
Unexpurgated Limited Editions 


Apuleius; Casanova; Cervantes; Decam- 
eron; Hep 3M igne; Rabelais; 
Royal Mistresses and Lovers; Ten Pleas- 
ures of Marriage; Harriette Wilson’s 
Memoirs. All of above are beautifully 
illustrated and bound in handsome buck- 
ram. 





Catalogue Sent om Request 


C..GERHARDT 


25 Wesr 42 Street, New Yore 








The Mosher Books 


It is important for Booklovers to 
know that The Mosher Books will 
be continued and reprinted as called 
for exactly in the format originated 
by Thomas Bird Mosher. 


New Catalogue ready October 1st: 
Mailed free on request. 


THE MOSHER BOOKS 
Fiora M. Lams, Manager 
Portland, Maine 














NEW & OLD BOOKS 





COUNTER ATTRACTIONS 


COLLECTORS’ ITEMS $: 


PRINTERS & BINDERS 


20 Successive insertions: 3 cents a word 
Single insertion rate: 4 cents a word 


WRITERS’ SERVICES 








BARGAIN OFFERS 


SPECIALISTS 


LANGUAGES 


GENERAL ITEMS 





“TELL US YOUR BOOK TROUBLES.” 
Books out of print searched for gratuitously. 
Ginsburg’s Bookshop, 1823 Pitkin Avenue, 
Brooklyn, New York. 





20% CASH DISCOUNT Sale on our entire 
stock. Well known for its variety and excel- 
lency, and especially rich in Anthropology, Folk- 
lere, Comparative Religion, Philosophy, Oc- 
cultism, and all other departments of Art, 
Literature and Science. A visit to our shop is 
a treat to Booklovers; no obligation to purchase. 
Catalogues on request. Dauber and Pine, Inc., 
83 Fourth Ave., New York. Phone Stuyvesant 
1383. 





RARE EDITIONS 


GOOD AND RARE BOOKS. Catalogue. 
Books searched for. E. W. Johnson, 343 East 
140. 


FIRST EDITIONS of Modern Authors in 
fine condition. Books, Prints, Programmes and 
Photographs relating to the Drama. Books by 
and about Walt Whitman. Good Literature at 
moderate prices. Monthly Catalogs issued. 
Orford Book Shop. Alfred F. Coldsmizh, 42 
Lexington Ave., at 24th St. The Sign of the 
Sparrow. 











FOR THE BOOK LOVER. Rare books— 
First Editions—Books now out of print. Latest 
catalogue sent on request. C. Gerhardt, 25 West 
42d Street, New York. 





OH, GENTLE Book-Collecting man. Come 
to my shop whene’er you can; Or if you’re not 
passing my way, request my lists—no charge 
to pay. Newman F. McGirr, 107 S. 22nd 
Street, Philadelphia. 


BOOKS FOR WRITERS 








BOOKS REVIEWED in this issue sent post 
free anywhere. Special attention to kinsprits. 
and Publication of their work. 1001 Places to 
Sell Manuscripts, $2.50; Polti’s 36 Dramatic 
Situations, $1.50; Art of Inventing Characters, 
$2.50; Plotting the Short Story, $1.00; Tech- 
nique of Fiction Writing, $1.75; How to Write 
a Short Story, 65c. Catalogue 25 others. 
Manuscripts revised, typed, advice as to mar- 

Explanatory leaflets. Correspondence 
invited. James Knapp Reeve (Former editor, 
The Editor), 3 Alexander Building, Franklin, 
Ohio. 


BOOKS ON RAILROADS; Mexico, Central 
and South America. Catalogs free. Aurand’s 
Book Store, Harrisburg, Pa. 





LISTS OF CHOICE FIRST EDITIONS, 
American and English, furnished on request. 
M. H. Briggs, 5113 Kimbark Ave., Chicago, Ili. 


THE COLLOQUIAL WHO’S WHO (Not a 
society list, nor a book of quotations.) A col- 
lection of pen-names, pseudonyms, nicknames, 
popular and war phrases, &c., English and Amer- 
ican, A.D. 1600-1923. The largest (over 7000 
items; very much not found elsewhere). In- 
valuable to librarians, editors, cataloguers, and 
proof-readers. In two volumes: 1, The U. S.; 
2, England. $5.50 each net. (Sold separately). 
The Magazine of History, Tafrytown, New 
York. 








THE NORTH NODE, an Occult Book Shop, 
30 East 53d Street. Books on Occultism, Mys- 
ticism, Metaphysics, Astrology, The Kabbalah, 
The Tarot, Hermetics, Alchemy, Symbolism, The 
Rosicrucians, Theosophy, Comparative Religions, 
Ancient Civilizations, Mythology, Folklore, and 
kindred subjects—old, rare, and out-of-print, new 
and contemporary. 





HEALTH THROUGH FAITH, 25c. Inesti- 
mable. Introduction free. Thestic, 1379 54th 
Street, Brooklyn. 


FOREIGN LITERATURE 








LATEST FRENCH BOOKS—$%s cents each, 
postpaid. Rolland, L’Eté—Morand, Lewis et 
Iréne. Escholier, La Nuit. Bordeaux, La Vie 
Est un Sport. Bourget, Coeur Pensif. Proust, 
La Prisonniére, 2 vols. Schoenhof’s, 387 Wash- 
ington St., Boston, Mass. 


PRINTERS AND BINDERS 


THE GRAPHIC PRESS, 39 W. 8th St., 
New York, printers of The Saturday Review of 
Literature, specialize in the production of books 
and periodicals of distinction. Dummies pre- 
pared without charge. Telephone Stuyvesant 
8086. 











ORDER NOW Tue Sarvavay Review, 
printed on all-rag paper and bound in Eggeling’s 
guaranteed binding; request descriptive litera- 
ture. Eggeling Bookbindery, 16 East 13th St., 
New York. Stuyvesant 8912. 


GRAMMARS AND DICTIONARIES of 
Oriental languages. Benj. F. Gravely, Martins- 
ville, Virginia. 





ENGLISH, Language of 150,000,000 People: 
Primers, $1.94 each, for foreigners: Armenians, 
Bohemians, Bulgarians, Danes, Dutchmen, Finns, 
Frenchmen, Germans, Greeks, Italians, Lithu- 
anians, Norwegians, Poles, Portuguese, Ru- 
manians, Russians, Ruthenians, Serbians, Slovaks, 
Spaniards, Swedes, Yids. Speech-Organs Chart, 
37¢.  Pierce’s Phonic Texts, World-Romic 
System: House Jack Built, 13¢.; Old Mother 
Hubbard, 13¢.; Mark’s Gospel, 25¢.; Poe’s 
Raven, 49c. Languages Publishing Company, 
8 West goth Street, New York. 





SPANISH, Language of 40,000,000 People: 
Primer, $1.94. Dictionary, $1.98. Sound- 
Chart, World-Romic System, 37c¢. Pronuncia- 
tion-Table, 30c. Languages Publishing Com- 
pany, 8 West goth Street, New York. 





FRENCH, Language of 50,000,000 People: 
Primer, $1.94. Dictionary, $1.98. Sound- 
Chart, World-Romic System, 37¢. Pronuncia- 
tion-Table, 30c. Phonic Text, 13¢c. Languages 
Publishing Company, 8 West goth Street, New 
York. 





WORLD-ROMIC SYSTEM, Masterkey to 
All Languages. Primers, $1.94 each language: 
Bohemian, Chinese, Danish, Dutch, English, 
French, German, Italian, Japanese, Latin, Pan- 
jabi. Polish, Portuguese, Rumanian, Russian, 
Sechuana, Singhalese, Spanish, Swedish, Tamil. 
Pronunciation-Tables, 30c each language. Dic- 
tionaries, grammars, 4,000 languages: Afro- 
semitic, Amerindic, Eurindic, Indopacific, Siberic, 
Sinindic. Languages Publishing Company, 8 
West goth Street, New York. 


MULTIGRAPHING 








A COMPLETE SERVICE. Our plant is 
adequately equipped to take care of all your 
mailing requirements. Rate card on applica- 
tion. Manhattan Letter Co., Bible House, Astor 
Place. Stuyvesant 2505. , 


SCIENTIFIC BOOKS 








SCIENTIFIC HOROSCOPES written on 
Business, Financial, Social and Domestic af- 
fairs. Dr. Smallwood, 687 Boylston St., 
Boston, Mass. 


BOOKS REVIEWED in this issue sent post 
free anywhere. Special attention to kinsprits. 
Greenwich Village Book Shop. 4 Christopher 
Street, New York City. Spring 8516. 





BLUE FAUN PUBLICATIONS: “Inheri- 
tance,” Callaghan; Dallett’s “New Salome”, 
Burton-Tatius’ “Loves of Clitiphon and Leu- 
cippe.” Free prospecti. 29 Lexington Ave., near 
23rd Street. Open evenings—come around! 





PIERCE’S DICTIONARY OF AVIATION 
and meteorology, cloth $3.88. Pierce’s French- 
English and English-French Dictionary of 
Aviation, paper 61c. Languages Publishing 
Company, 8 West goth Street, New York. 





THE HIDDEN BOOK SHOP offers new 
books and personal service to downtown New 
York. 74 Broadway—g New Street. 





CONDER’S BOOKSTORE, 65 Fifth Ave., 
New York. Apply for catalogue of desirable 
secondhand books. Books also bought. 





WE CAN SUPPLY any book that is adver- 
tised or mentioned in this issue. Ginsburg’s 
Bookshop, 1823 Pitkin Avenue, Brooklyn, New 
York. 





MONTHLY BULLETIN of Specials from our 
second-hand department mailed regularly on re- 
quest. Allen’s Bookstore, 1809 Fifth Ave., (near 
Broadway), Troy, N. Y. 





MAX N. MAISEL, 424 GRAND STREET, 
NEW YORK. The first bookstore in New 
York (Established 1893) to discern the oncom- 
ing of an American intelligentsia and to gather 
and carry the best collection of good books for 
the intellectual reader. 


CODE BOOKS 








BENSINGER CODES—When it’s Cable-Codes 
you want, ber that Bensinger sells them for 
every purpose! Right in price and quality— 
guaranteed correct! §S. R. Bensinger Co. (Est. 
1887) 17 Whitehall St., New York. Cables. 
Multigraph. Phone: Bowling Green 6980. 
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Cighth Lively Art 


[THE STORY OF THE CROSS WORD PUZZLE BOOK] 


“So at is here at last. 


plot! 


S THE first issue of The Sat- 

urday Review goes to press, the 
best-selling non-fiction in America 
is The Cross Word Puzzle Book— 
a book that is totally different from 
any work ever before published. It 
has been called “The Great Ameri- 
can Novelty,” for— 

One does not read The Cross 
Word Puzzle Book—one writes in 
it. More than that, one lives in it. 
That itself is news. ‘The enthusiasm 
for cross word puzzling has as- 
sumed the proportions and intensity 
of a nation-wide mania. Forty 
newspapers from coast tu Coast are 
featuring the cross word puzzle page 
once or twice a week. 

Indoors, outdoors, at Newport and 
Coney Island; on Park Avenue and 
in Greenwich Village; in Gopher 
Prairie and in Pittsburgh; in Chau- 
tauqua and in Hollywood, cross word 
puzzles are the current rage; fren- 
zied fans are forming cross word 
puzzle associations and staging tour- 
naments. to determine community 
championships. 

The Eighth Lively Art 

First a fad, then a best-seller, the 
Cross Word Puzzle Book has be- 
come an American institution, im- 
mortalized in cartoons by Briggs, 
epigrams by Will Rogers, prose- 
epics by Robert C. Benchley, and 
ballads by F. P. A. Gilbert 
Seldes is hereby officially informed 
that this is The Eighth Lively Art. 

In our first advertisement last 
April we said: “1921—Coué. 
1922—Mah Jong. - 41923— 
1924—The Cross 
A few 
To- 


Bananas. 
Word Puzzle Book. . .” 
months ago that was a slogan. 
day it is a fact. 
Liberating the Human Spirit 

Why (to quote from a review in 
The New York Times) is The 
Cross Word Puzzle Book 
ing across the country with a whirl- 
wind rush,” going through edition 
after record-breaking 
style? 


““sweep- 


edition in 


Frankly, we only 
It seems to us that cross word puzzles 
have an irresistible appeal to many 
thousands of people—people who 
would have violently conflicting 
views on Joseph Conrad, Calvin 
Coolidge, James Branch Cabell, and 
Zane Grey—because the puzzles re- 
lease deep-seated human energies and 
impulses, 

As for instance? Well—the 
cross word puzzle challenges the 


can guess. 


sleuth spirit in all of us; we love to 
unravel a mystery, trailing one clue 
after another, and more or less 
craftily assembling the evidence bit 
by bit. 


The great, the perfect 
The dreams of Edgar Allan Poe, Emilie 
Gaboriau and (onan Doyle have been wrapped 
up in one package at last?’ —GRANT OVERTON. 


Behold the puzzler as he sets 
out to track the elusive word. 
He need not read mystery stories and 
tales of adventure to get his thrills 
second-hand, for he can be a Sher- 
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Our Other Fall Publications 
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JOSEPH PULITZER—HIS LIFE AND LETTERS 








By Don C., SEITz 


A vivid and distinguished chronicle of one of the most amazing careers 


in recent American life. 


THE COMMON SENSE OF TENNIS 


$5.00—Ready October 6 
By WitiiaM T. TILDEN II 


The world’s greatest tennis player discusses all phases of the game in 


friendly, authoritative style. 


$1.50—Ready August 20 


THE COMMON SENSE OF MONEY AND INVESTMENTS 


By M. S. RUKEYSER 


The financial editor of The New York Evening Journal explains for 
the average man and woman the essentials of earning, saving, spending 


and investing money. 


HARVEY LANDRUM, A Nove 


$1.50—Ready October 15 
By RIDLEY WILLS 


The story of a man with a weak chin—so exciting, so human, so true 


that the name “Harvey Landrum” 


may well become a common noun. 


Out of 241 manuscripts submitted this is the only novel we are pub- 


lishing. 
THE FIRST TANGRAM BOOK 


$2.00—Ready September 15 


By F. Grecory HarTswick 


Children can make their own pictures with four sets of colored tangrams 


provided with this enchanting book. 


POEMS 


Irwin Edman’s poetry has depth. 


it over and over again. 


$2.s0—Ready September 15 


By IRwin EDMAN 
It lives. From sheer delight you read 


1.50—Ready October 15 


THE CROSS WORD PUZZLE BOOKS, Series I and II 


“The Eighth Lively Art” 





By BURANELLI, 


$1.35—First Series, 


HARTSWICK and PETHERIDGE. 
Ready. 


“ 35—Second Series, Ready August 18 
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lock Holmes himself, giving battle 
single-handed to all the words in the 
language, rank on rank deployed. 
The Literature of Escape 

In a world of chaos, disenchant- 
ment and grotesque paradox the 
cross word puzzle furnishes a com- 
plete retreat. It thrills and tanta- 
lizes. It,teaches new words, enrich- 
ing one’s ‘general fund of informa- 
tion. Above all, it is the greatest 
known foe of boredom. Armed with 
his Venus pencil and eraser (pro- 
vided with every copy of The Cross 
Word Puzzle Book), flanked by 
dictionaries and synonym books 
(they, have become best-sellers 
since this craze began), the cross 
word puzzler ranges madly or mag- 
nificently, depending on his skill, 
through the fourth dimension of de- 
light—nothing else matters—time is 
on wings. Here, indeed, 
is the real literature of escape. 

An Honor Roll of Fans 

Among the celebrities who are 
sitting up nights to enjoy The Cross 
Word Puzzle Book are Gelett Bur- 
gess, Franklin P. Adams, Emily 
Price Post, Rudolph Ganz, Anne 
Morgan, Henrik Willem Van 
Loon, Robert C. Benchley, Ruth 
Hale, Mary Roberts Rinehart, Kath- 
leen and Charles G. Norris, Monta- 
gue Glass, Neysa McMein, and 
others (their names are enrolled in 
our files for inspection by members 
of the American Skeptics’ League) 
far, far too humorous to mention. 

A Second Cross Word Puzzle Book 

In response to the clamorous de- 
mands of thousands of persons who 
have been enjoying the first Cross 
Word Puzzle Book, we are publish- 
ing on August 18th The Cross Word 
Puzzle Book—Second Series, con- 
taining 50 additional Cross Word 
thrillers, all technically perfect. 
Both the first and second books are 
edited by Prosper Buranelli, F. 
Gregory Hartswick, and Margaret 
Petherbridge, of The New York 
World. ‘The Second Series volume 
will also have a preface by Wil- 
liam A. Stern II, Cross Word Puz- 
zle Champion of the world, explain- 
ing the delights and secrets of the 
art for both novice and veteran. 

All book-stores carry The Cross 
Word Puzzle Books. If your 
book-seller is out of stock, be 
patient. His order is probably in our 
office, and the books are going to him 
as fast as they can come from the 
bindery. Remember many people 
are buying five or six copies at a clip. 
We repeat: there has never been a 
book quite like this. The price is 
only $1.35—and until you get your 
own copy you cannot realize what 
Olympian thrills are in store for you. 


too, 
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